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ment, be deceived into wiſdom. Indeed,” this 
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Ocrtor reite n Ser⸗ 
. mons for young women in ſome meaſure a 
: gave riſe to the following compilation. In that 
work, where he fo judiciouſly points out all the 
defects of female conduct to remedy them, and 
all the proper ſtudies which they ſhould putſue, 
with a view to improvement, Poetry is one to 
which he particularly would attach them. He 
only objects to the danger of purſuing this charm- 
ing ſtudy through all the immoralities and falſe 
pictures of happineſs with which it abounds, and 
thus becoming the martyr of innocent curioſity. SE 
In the following compilation care has been t- 
1 ſelect, not only ſueh pieces as innocence | 
may read without a bluſh, but but ſuch as will eyen 
tend to ſtrengthen that innocence. In this little 
work a lady may find the moſt exquiſite pleaſure, - - 
while ſhe is at the ſame time learning the duties 
of life; and, While ſhe courts only entertain- _ 


would be too great a boaſt in the preface to any 
FE. original 
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PREFACE. 
origin work ; but here it can be made with 
ſaſethi, as wry poem i in the following collectibn 
would ingly have ones an author great re- 
_ putation, - .. _-. 
++ They ; are vided. into > Davis, Moral, ad 
— thus comprehending the three . 
daties of life ; that which we owe to Gop, to 
our neighbour, and. to ourſelves, 

a the firſt part, it wuſt be confeſſed, our 
Engliſh- poets have not very much excelled. In 


that department, namely, the praiſe of our Ma- 
ker, by which poetry began, and from which it 
deviated by time, we are moſt faultily deficient. . | 

3 There are one or two, however, particularly the 
Dio, by Mr. Boyſe; a poem, when it firſt 


came out, that lay for ſome time neglected, till 
introduced to public-notice by Mr. Hervey and 


Mr. Fielding In it the reader will perceive 
many ſtriking pictures, and perhaps glow with a 
part of that gratitude which ſeems to have in- 
1 65 2 „ 
; A 
the ſame reaſon, becauſe our language contains 
à large number of the: kind. Voltaire, talking 
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ol our poets, gives them the preference in mori 
pieces to thoſe of any. other nation; and indeed, 
no poets have better ſettled the bounds of duty, 
or more preciſely determined the rules for con- 
duct in life than ours. In this department the 
fair reader will find the muſe has been follicitous 
to guide her, nnen 
but the integrity of a friend. 5 
In the entertaining part my nn difficulty 

was what to reject. The materials lay in Tuck 
plenty, that I was bewildered in my choice; in 
this caſe. then I. was ſolely determined by the 
tendency of the poem; and where I found one, 
| tending to diſtort the Judgment, or inflame the 
| imagination, it was excluded without merey. I 
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have here and chere indeed, when one of pat- 


cular beauty offered with à few blemiſhes, lopt 
off the defects, and thus, like the tyrant, who 
| fitted all ſtrangers to the bed he had prepared for 

them, I have inſerted ſome, by firſt adapting them 
to my plan; we only differ in this, that he mu- 
tilated with a bad. deſign, I from motives of a 


contrary nature. | : 
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It will be eaſier to condemn à compilation = 
this kind, than to prove its inutility, While 
young ladies are readers, and while their guar- 
dians are ſollicitous that they ſhall only read the 
| beſt books, there can be no danger of a! work of 
this kind's being diſagreeable. It offers, in a very 
ſmall compaſs, the very flower of our poetry, and 
chat of a kind adapted to the ſex ſuppoſed to be 
its readers. Poetry, is an art, which no young 
lady can, or ought to be wholly ignorant of. 
3 5 The pleaſure which it gives, and indeed the ne· 3 
© Cceflity of knowing enough of it to mix in mo- 
dem converſation, will evince the uſefulneſs of m 
= deſign; which is to ſupply the higheſt andthe 
moſt innocent entertainment at the (malleſt ex- 
pence; as the poems in this collection, if ſold 
CE fingly, would amount to ten times the price o 
wut I am able to afford the preſent, _ | 
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2 POEMS FOR 
| There ſhould his brighter preſence. ſhine confeſy'd, | 
There his almighty arm thy courſe avelt [+ | 
Could'ſt thou the thickeſt veil of night tis; | 
Or think to hide thee in the central gloom !- 
Yet there, all patient to his piercing fight, 
Darkneſs itſelf would kindle into light : iq 
Not the black manſions of the ſilent grave. 
Nor darker hell from his perception ſave ; 
| What pow'r, alas | thy footſteps can convey * 
Beyond the reach of omnipreſent day? 

Ia his wide graſp, and comprehenſive eye, 
Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie: £ 
Syſtems inclos'd in his Idea roll, | 

| Whoſe all-informing mind directs the whole: 

Lodg'd in his view, their certain ways they know ; 
Plac'd in that ſight from whence can nothing go. 
On earth his footſtool fix d, in heav'n his ſeat; 

Enthron'd he dictates and his word is Fate. 
Nor want his ſhining images below, + © 
Ia ſtreams that murmur, or in winds that wy 

His ſpirit broods along the boundleſs flood ; © = 

Smiles in the plain, and whiſpers in the TOR ; Bs 

Warms in the genial ſun's enliv'ning ray, 

Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day ! 

| Steals on our footſteps whereſoe er we go, 

a 1 the pureſt 15 we r u 
* | Should 
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Should man his great immenſity den, 
Man might as well uſurp the vacant ſæy: 1 
For were he limited in date, or view, N 
Thence were bis attributes imperſect too; 
His knowledge, pow'r, his goodneſs. all confn' d, 
And loſt the notion of a ruling Mind! 
Feeble the truſt, and comfortleſs the ſenſa, 
Of a defective partial Providence! 
Boldly might then his arm injuſtice brave, 

Or innocence in vain his mercy crave z. 5 
Dejected virtue lift its hopeleſs eye! 
And deep diſtreſs pour out the heartleſs Ggh ! 2 

An abſent God no abler to defend, | 
Protect, or puniſh, thay an abſent friend z 
Diſtant alike our wants or griefs to know, 

| To eaſe the anguiſh, or prevent the blow bigs 

If he, ſupreme director, were not near, 

Vain were our hope, and empty were our fear; © 
Unpuniſh'd vice would o'er the world prevail, 

And unrewarded virtue toi to fail! : 
The moral world a ſecond chaos turn, 

And nature for her great Supporter mourn ! - 

Even the weak embtyo, ere to life it breaks, 
From his high pow'r its ſlender texture takes; 
While in his book the various parts inrolFd, 
Iocreaſing, own eternal Wiſdam's mold. 1 
2 EB Nor 
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Nor views he quly the material whole, ft na Wy vi * 

But pierces thought, and penetrates the ſoul { 

Fre from the lips the — eee 
| Eis deady ebe the een preceives, 

Ere yet to us the new idea lives | 

Knows what we ſay—ere yet the words a 
And ere we form th" intention, marks the deed f : 
| But Conſcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 
 Aﬀerts its author, and reſtores the ſcene!i! 
Points out the beauty of the govern'd plan, 
And yindicates the ways of God to man. 

Then ſacred Muſe, by the: vaſt proſpect fir 0. 

From heavin deſcended, as by heavn inſpir- d; 

> Hs all-enlight'ning Omnipreſence o Wm., 
© Whence fieſt thos tun dwindling preſence known; 
His wide Omniſcience, zullly grateſul ang, 
And bleſs th eternal all · informing ſoul. 

5 Whoſe ſight OOO. nan 
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"Ns the Eternal aol Omiſcient Mind, 


By laws not limited, nor bounds conſ'd 3 Eh 
x Fs always independent, always free, . 
| Hence ſhines confeſs d Immutability +30 
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Change, whether the ſpontanevus child of willy os IT | 
Or birth of force,—is "Oats n. : 
But he, all-perfe&, 
Pow'r ſelf-deriv*d; for row kimbe . | 
{\ If, alter d by confiraiot, we could ſuppoſe, 

That God his fix'd fiability ſhould loſe ß, avis 
| How ftartles renſon at a thought · ſo ſtraunge + 
What pow 'r can ee toll 
If from his own' divine produttive-thought,”.  *! , 
Were the yet· ranger alteration wrought ; une 
Could excellence ſupreme, new rays acqbire ? 
Or ſtrong perfection raiſe iti glories higher | 
Abſurd !—hiv high meridian TR glows 
Never decreaſes, never overflows {+ ; 
Knows no addition, yields to lo e | 

The facred blaze'of incxhauftleG day! - - + 

Below, thro“ Gi geren eee 
And life ſubſilts from elemental change. 

Liquids condeuling ſhapes terreftrial wear, +27 
Earth moums in fre, and fte difiolves in air s 1 
While we, caquiring phantoms of a 4. 8 
Inconſtant as the Thadows we ſurvey! 7 
With them, along Time's rapid current — 


And haſte to mingle with the ee Wy 
But Thou, Eternal Lord of life divine ! 2 5 | 
In * far ever ſhine! - at 
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No "oO ſhall darken thy exalted name, 
From everlaſting ages ftill the ſame ! 
If God, like man, his purpoſe could renew, 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo ; | 
Deſponding Faith would droop its chearleſs wing, 
Religion deaden to a lifeleſs thing! | 
Where could we, rational, repoſe our truſt, 
But in a Pow'r immutable as juſt? 
5 How Judge of revelation's force divine, 
If truth unerring gave not the deſign; 


Where, as In nature's fair according plan, 
All ſmiles benevolent and good to man. 
Plac'd in this narrow clouded ſpot below, 
Darkly we ſee around, and darkly know! 
Religion lends the ſalutary beam, 
That guides our reaſon thro' the dubioug gleam ; 
Till ſounds the hour I—when he who rules the ſkies, 
Shall bid the curtain of Oamiſcience riſe ! 
Shall diſſipate the miſts that veil our ſight, 
And ſhow his creature 41 / hi ways are right! ! 
Then when atoniſh' d nature feels its fate, 
And fetter'd Time ſhall know its lateſt date ! 
| When earth ſhall in the mighty blaze expire, 
Lleav' n melt with hear, and worlds diſſolve in fire! 
The univerſal ſyſtem ſhrink away, | 
And ceaſing orbs copfeſs th' Almighty ſway | 
| E: Ims 
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Immortal He, amidft the wreck ſecure, - „„ 


Shall ſit exalted, permanently pure! a, ; ; 
As in the Sacred Buſh, ſhall ſhine the ſame, 


And from the ruin raiſe a fairer * 


5 Ounirors iti. 


Far hence ye viſionary charming maids, | | 
Ye fancy'd nymphs that haunt the Grecian ſhade; bt 
Your birth, who from conceiving fiion drew, | 
Yourſelves producing phantoms as untrue 
But come, ſuperior Muſe! divinely bright, y 
Daughter of heav'n, whoſe offspring ſtill are light; 
Oh condeſcend, celeſtial ſacred gueſt ! : 
To purge my ſight, and eonſecrate my breaſt: 
While I preſume Omipotence to trace, 

And fing that Pow'r, who peopl'd boundleſs ſpace ! ſ 
Thou preſent wert, when forth th' Almighty rode |: ; 
| While Chaos trembled at the voice of God! 
Thou ſaw'ſt, when o'er th' immenſe his line he drew, 3 
When Nothing ſrom his Word exiſtence knew! 
His Word, that wak'd to life the vaſt profound, 
While conſcious light was kindl'd at the ſound! 
Creation fair! ſurpriz'd th' angelic eyes, 
And ſov'reign Wiſdom ſaw that all was wiſe! 
Him, ſole almighty Nature's book diſplays, 


Piſtin& the page, and legible the pays! 1 
B 4 i e 


».+ a by rFY - ”" * * 7 : K * 5 
y 
My 3 N TX o 
2 . p 9 
a* Ln 
2 * ; 
7 144 * 
4 
5 N 


He finds thy ſoft impreſſion touch his breat; | 


WE - What hand but thine the azure convex pred! 
| What hand but thine trace out che ocean's bed? 
* T0 the vaſt. main. the ſandy barrier throw, 5 
And with that feeble curb reſtrain the foe! 


Or ſiop the tempelt in ite wildeſt rage! 


Thee could the ableſt of thy creatures . 


— 
- 
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To the broad 2 N 5 1901 


3 $ . 


Se te ral unconfeſs'd 2 
Should the tray tir d of ſands 2. 
In Libya's waſte Taping N 


ny he believe the charm from atoms root | 
Go, atheiſt, "hence, and mend thy juſter thought! 


What händ, almighty architect! but thine 


Could give the model of this vaſt deſign ? 


What hand bat thine Ada th* amazing N 


And bid conſenting ſylteths begutecus roll!“ 


What hand but thine ſupply the ſolar * 


For ever walieg,; vet ſor ever brigbt! 


What hand but thine the ftarry train array, 


Or give the moon to med her borrow'd ray? * 


What band bur-thine the wintry flood alwage, 


Thee infinſte] What fivite can explore ? ? 30 . 
Imagination figks beneath thy pow'r; | . 4 


Loſt weng thy unity, for I _ 1 885 
Yet 


YOUNG Tthdits. -Y 

Vet preſent to an ſenſe thy 'pow'r tetiains, - ': 

Reveal'd in nature, nature's anchor reigns 
In vain' would error from convitionffly, © 
Thon every where art preſent to che eye! 


The ſenſe how ſtupid, and the chen be. 
That Faith this univerſal truth to find? © 


Go !-all the fightleſs realms of ſpace Revs.” 
Returning trace the Planetary way I nete! 
The ſun, that in his central glory ſhines, 
While ev'ry planet round his orb inclines ; 57 E 
Then at our intermediate globe repoſe, - WY 

And view yon lunar Satellite that glows ! 
'Or caſt along the azure vault thy eye, 
When golden day enlightens all the ey ;. 
Around behold earth's variegated ſcene, © 
The mingling proſpetts, and the flow'ry green 1 
The mountain's brow, the long extended wood, 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the = 
And ſay are theſe the wild effects of ehance 5 
Oh ſtrange effect of rea“ ning ignorance | 1350 
Nor pow'r alone confels* d in grandeur Hes, | 
The glittering planet, or the painted ſkies Ef, 
Equal the elephant's or emmet's dreſs 
The wiſdom of Omnipoterice confels ; ES 
Equal the cumb'rous whale's enormous maſs 
With the ſmall inſe& in the crouded grab; vs 
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The mite as in its acid ſea, 1447 
In ſhape a porpus, tho' a ſpeck to thee! | 
Ev'n the blue down the purple plumb ſurrounds, 

A living world, thy failing fight conſounds! 

To him a peopled habitation , ſhows, 15 be 
Where millions taſte the bounty. God beſtows 1 | 
Great Lord of life, whoſe all-controling Ss. | 
Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright, | 
Nor only does thy pow'r in forming ſhine, 

But to annihilate, dread King ! is thine. 

Shouldſt thou withdraw thy ſlill- ſupporting hand, 
How languid Nature would aſtoniſh'd and ! 

Thy frown night's antient empire would reſtore, 
And raiſe a blank where ſyſtems ſmil'd before 
See i in corruption, all-forociaing ſtate, 

[ How Rruggling life eludes the ftrcke of fate; 

= Shock'd at the ſcene, tho ſenſe averts its eye, 
Nor ſtops the wond'rous proceſs to deſcry; | 
Vet juſter thought the myſlie change purſues, _ 
Arid with delight almighty wiſdom views! 
The brute, the vegetable world ſurveys, | 
Sees life ſubſiſting ey'n from life's decays! : 
Mark there, ſelf-raught, the penlive reptile come, 

WW Spin his thin ſhroud, and liviog build his tomb! 

\ 4 Wich conſcious care his former pleaſures leave, 

And grefs him for the buſineſs of the grave! 

Thenee 


YOUNG LADIES. uy 
Thence paſs'd the ſhort-liv'd change, renew d hefprings, 
Admires the ſkies, and tries his painted wen? 

With airy flight the inſeQ roves abroad, 145 

And ſcorns the meaner earth he lately trod! 

Thee, potent, let deliver d Iſrael praiſe, 

And to thy Name their grateful homage raiſe ! 

Thee potent God ! let Egypt's land declare, 
Which felt thy juſtice, awfully ſevere! _ 

How did thy frown benight the ſhadow'd land? 
Nature revers'd, how own thy high comntand } 
When jarring elements their uſe forgot, 

And the ſun felt thy overcaſting blot ! 

When earth produc'd the peſtilential brood, 

And the foul ſtream was crimſon'd into blood! 

How deep the horrors of that awful night! 

How ſtrong the terror, and how wild the fright ! 
When o'er the land thy ſword vindictive paſt, 

And men and infants breath'd at once their laſt! 

How did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey! 

Thy light conduRing, point th amazing way! 
Obedient ocean to their march divide, 

The wat'ry wall diſtin& on either fide; | 

While thro' the deep the long proceſſion led, 

And ſaw the wonders of the oozy bed ! 

Nor long they march'd, till black'ning in the rear, ; 
The TRIS tyrant apd his hoſt appear: 7 
Plorge 
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_ Plunge down the dec Abe 0 50 nog obey, © 
And whelm the threat'ning flormibeneath the ſea! 
Nor yet thy pow'r thy eld re forfook; 
When thre" Arabia's fands their way they took; 
By day thy cloud Was preſent to the üg, 
"Thy fey Pillar led the march by night: 
Thy hand amidſt the waſte their table ſpread, 
With feather'd viands, and with Heav'ply bread : 
Wheh the dry wilderneſs no eee Vans! 
Gum from the yielding rock the ien! det” 
What limits can Otanipoizace confine! - © 
What obſtacles reſtrain thy arm divine! 
Since ſtones und waves their ſettled laws forego, 
Since ſeas can harden;"and finte rocks enn flo) ? 
O Sinai's top the Muſe, with ardent wing, 
Tbe tiumphs'of Otmuipotence. would ng. 
When ober its airy brow-rhy cloud age, wo 
aveva the nations in its awful hade! 
Wen gloomy darkenels fl it widmott ſpace, | 
Th” e 4 rooted bake; 50 


Fer there thy majeſty Ujvine appear'd, | 


| Ther hon hy get, and thy voz wa heard | 
eee ay, 5 


Aaolatty its impious rites wald pay! 
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And brave ble here. round its head! 
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6 Thov, who when th; almighty form'd this te © 


Upbeld the ſcale, and weigh'd each ballanc'd hall 4 * 
Ard as his hand compleated e each deſign, 3 
Number 4 the work, and fix'd the ſeal divine; 
O Wiſdom infinite ! creation's foul, vgs „ 
Whoſe rays, diffuſe new luftre o'er the whob ; 1 : 
What tongue ſball make thy charms celellial known! " ns 
What band, fair Goddeſs? Paint thee but ty own? q 
What tho int nature 5 unjverſal tore, | 5 
Appear the wonders of almighty pow rt 2 ied | f N 
Power unattended, terror would inſpire, 25 0 952 
Aw'd muſt we gaze, and comfortleſs admire, 
But when fair Wiſdom joins in the deſign, g 
The beauty of the whole reſult's divine! 

See, how aſſociate round their central I 
Their Faithful rings the citeling planets rum 
Still equi-diſtant, never yet too pear, 5% 6k 
Exactly tracing their appointed ſphere. 
Mark how the moon our flying orb bauſues, _ 
While from the ſun her monthly light renews j ; 
Breathes her wide inFence on the world below, 5 = * 
And bids the tides alternare ebb and fow. 5 
View how in eourſe the, conſtant ſeaſons dite, Ms. . 
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Firk Spring doping, with her flow ry train, 


Next Summer's hand that ſpreads the ſylvan ſcene, 
Then Autumn with her yellow harveſts crown'd, 


And trembling Winter cloſe the annual round. 


The vegetable tribes obſervant trace, 
From the tall cedar to the creeping graſs : 


The chain of animated beings ſcale, 
From the ſmall reptile to th' enormous whale ; 


From the ſtrong eagle ſtooping from the ſkies, 
To the low inſe& that eſcapes thy eyes ! 


And ſee, if ſee thou can'ſt, in ev'ry frame, 


Eternal Wiſdom ſhine confefs'd the ſame: 
As proper organs to the leaſt aſſign'd, 

As proper means to propagate their kind ; 

As juſt the ſtructure, and as wiſe the plan, 


As in this lord of all——debating man! 
| Hence, reas ning creature, thy diſtinction find, 


Nor longer to the ways of heav'n be blind. 
Wiſdom in outward beauty ſtrikes the mind, 


But outward beauty points a charm behind. 

_. What gives the earth, the ambient air or ſeas, 
"The plain, the river, or the wood to pleaſe ? 
Oh ſay, in whom does beauty's ſelf reſide, 


The Beautifier, or the beautify'd ? 
There dwells the Godhead in the bright diſguiſe, 


Beyond the ken of all created eyes! 
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His works our love, and our attention fieal, - ON. 4 hs: 
His works (ſurprizing thought?!) the maker veil; 
Too weak our fight to pierce the radiant cloud, 
Where Wiſdom ſhines, in all her charms avowd! 
O gracious God ! omnipotent and wiſe,” +» | 
Unerring Lord, and ruler of the ſkies ; 
All condeſcending to my feeble heart, . 
One beam of thy celeſtial light impart *' 
I ſeek not ſordid wealth, or glitt ring pants 
O 1 8 8 me Wilom—and I aſk no more! 


even 


As 1 thi level country” s ſhelcer'd grand. 
With towns replete, with green incloſures bound, 
Where the eye, kept within the verdant maze, _ 
But gets a tranſient viſta as ic ſtrays! ! 

The pilgrim to ſome riſing ſummit tends, 

Whence opens all the ſcene as he aſcends : 

So Providence the friendly point ſupplies, - 

Where all the charms of Deity ſurprizez  _ 
Here Goodneſs, Power and Wiſdom all unite, 
And dazzling Glories whelm the raviſh'd fight! 
Almighty Caaſe ! tis thy preſerving care, | 
That keeps thy works for ever freſh and fair ! 

The ſun from thy ſuperior radiance bright, 
Eternal ſheds his delegated light, 


4% 


a 1 ws > $440 * 5 E81 8 
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„ a 1 * 
Lends to his fler oib inſerior day, -- 
And: paints the filrer moon . * 4 
Thy hand the waſte of eating time renew, © 
Thou ſhed ſt the tepid morning's baliny;dewss , - / 
When raging,winds the blacken'd deep op 2 5 
Thy ſpirit rides commiſſion d in the ſtorm ; 
Bid at thy, will. the flack ning tempeſt ceaſe, 
Wulle che calm'd ocean ſmootks ics ruffled face z 
” _ When ligbenings thro' the air tremendous fly, 

- Or the blue plague is looſen'd\ to deſtroy, . | 
Thy hand directs, or turns aſide the ſtroke, 
Thy word the fatal edit can revoke ; | 
| When ſubterraneous fires the ſurface» hehre, 
And towns are boryd in one common grave 7 * 
Thou ſuffer ſt not the miſchief to pfevail; d 


ey 


Thy ſor'reign touch che recent wound cin heal. 1 

To Zembla's rocks thou ſend'ſt the chearful gleam, | 

Oer Libya ſands thou pour ſt the cooling iream ; 4 

: Thy warchfal Providence. o'er all intends, a, 1 = 
| Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. 52 | 

And all the ills we ſeel—or 1 we ſhare, b 


Are tokens of a heav "nly-Patt r's care. 
When man too long the paths of vice porſa d, | 
'Thy hand prepar'd the univerſal flood ; 
Gracious, to Noah gave the timely fign, | 
To ſave a remaans from the wrath Girine 2 1 
* IP 
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One ſhining waſte the globe terreſtrial lay, NET 
And the ark heav'd along the troubled ſea; 

Thou bad'ſt the deep his antient bed explore, 

The clouds their watry deluge pour'd no more! 
The ſkies were clear d, —the mountain tops were ſeen, | 
The dove pacific brought the olive-green. 

On Ararat the happy Patriarch toſt, 

Found the recover'd world his hopes had loſt; 
There his fond eyes review'd the pleaſing ſcene, 
The earth all verdant, and the air ſerene! 

Its precious freight the guardian ark diſplay d, 
While Noah grateful adoration paid ! x 
_ Beholding in the many-tinur'd bow, 
The pramiſe of a ſafer world below. 

When wild ambition rear'd its impious head, 

And riſing Babel heav'n with pride ſurvey'd ; 
Thy word the mighty labour con'd confound, 
And leave the maſs to moulder with the ground. 
From the mad toil, while ſocial order ſprung . 
A peopled world—diſtin& by many a tongue. 
From Thee all human actions take their ſprings, 
The riſe of empires, and the fall of kings ! "Ml 
| See the vaſt theatre of time diſplay d, 

While o'er the ſcene ſucceeding heroes tread | 
With pomp the ſhining images ſucceed, 
What leaders * and what monarchs bleed | 

C rates | 
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Perform the parts thy Providence aſſigu d, 
Their pride, their paſſions to thy ends e: 
A while they glitter in the face of day, 
Then at thy nod the phantoms paſs away; 
No traces left of all the buſy ſcene, 
But that remembrance ſays, ——The things dans been ! ! 
While learning thro' the gloom benighted ſtrays, 
And the dim objects vaniſh as we gaze! 
But (queſtions doubt) whence ſickly nature feels 
% The ague-fits her face ſo oft reveals? 1 tark 
« Whence earthquakes yy the earth's aſtoniſſi d 
breaſt ? 

% Whence tempeſts rage? or yellow plagues infeſt ? 
« Whence draws rank Afric her empoiſon'd ſtores? 
« Or liquid fires exploſive Etna pours?” 
Go, ſceptic mole l demand th' eternal cauſe, 
The ſecret of his all-preſerving laws? . 
The depths of Wiſdom infinite explore, * 
And aſk thy Maker ?—why thou know'ſt no more? 
Thy error ſtill in mortal things as great, 
As vainto cavil at the ways of fate. 
To aſk why proſp'rous vice ſo oft ſucceeds, | 
Why ſuffers innocence, or virtue bleeds! 
Why manſters, nature muſt with bluſhes 
By crimes uy pow fil, and diſgrace a Dn 

| 4 Why 


- 


ro taDIts „ 
Why ſaints and fages, mark'd in ev n 
Periſh, the victims of tyrannic rage!!! 
Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell, 
While Nero rejgn'd the delegate of hell! 
In vain by reaſon is the maze purſu'd, 
Of ill triumphant, and afflicted good. 
Fix'd to the hold, ſo might the ſailor aim 
To judge the pilot, and the ſteerage blame; 
As we direct to God what ſhould belong, : 
Or ſay that ſov'reign Wiſdom governs pr 
Nor always vice does uncorrected go, 
Nor virtue untewarded paſs below ! 
Oft ſacred juſtice lifts her awful head, 
And dooms the tyrant and th* uſurper dead; 
Oft Providence, more friendly than ſevere, a 
Arreſts the hero in his wild career; 
Dire&s the fever, poinard or the ball, 
By which an Ammon, Charles, or Cæſar fall : 
Or when the curfed Borgias “ brew the cup 
For merit, —bids the monſters drink it up; 
On violence oft retorts the cruel ſpear, 
Or fetters cunning in its crafty ſnare : 
Relieves the innocent, exalts the juſt, 
And lays the en ire gre in the duſt! 


* Pope Alexander VI, w94_his faq, Cater Bari, See 
Mr, Gordon's bid. 
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But faſt as Time's ſwift pinions can convey, 


Hafens the pomp of that tremendous day, 


When to the view of all created eyes, 

God's high tribunal ſhall majeſlic riſe, 
When the loud trumpet ſhall aſſemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing ſound! 


Where men and angels ſhall to audit come, 


And millions yet unborn receive their doom ! 
Then ſhall fair Providence, to all diſplay'd, 
Appear divinely bright without a ſhade ; 

In light triumphant all her acts be ſhown, 

And bluſhing doubt, eternal Wiſdom own! 

Mean while, thou great intelligence fupreme, 
Sov'reign director of this mighty frame, 7 
Whoſe watchful hand, and all-obſerving ken, 
Faſhions the hearts, and views the ways of men, 
Whether thy hand the plenteous table ſpread, 
Or meaſure ſparingly the daily bread; _ 
Whethgg/ or wealth or honours gild the ſcene, 

Or wants deform, and waſting anguiſh ſtain; 


On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 


Bleſs'd in the care of thy approving eye! 
Know that thy Providence, i" conſtant friend, 
Thro' life ſhall guard them, and in death attend; 
Wich everlaſting arms their cauſe embrace, 
And cron the paths of piety ah peace. 
3 SGB Goopxtss, 
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. Goopnrss. 


Ye Seraphs, who God's throne incircling au 
With holy zeal your golden cenſers fill ; | 
Ye flaming miniſters, to diſtant lands 

Who bear, obſequious, his divine commands ; 
Ye Cherubs who compoſe the ſacred choir, 
Attuning to your voice th' angelic lyre! 

Or ye, fair natives of the heav'nly plain, 
Who once were mortal—now a happier train ! 
Who ſpend in peaceful love your joyful hours, 
In bliſsful meads and amaranthine bow'rs, 
Oh lend one ſpark of your celeſtial fire! 

Oh deign my glowing boſom to inſpire ! 

And aid the Muſe's unexperienc'd wing, 


While Goodneſs, theme divine, the ſoars to fing ! | 


Tho! all thy attributes divinely fair, 
Thy full perſection, glorious God ! declare; 
Yet if one beam's ſuperior to the reſt, 
Oh let thy Goodneſs faireſt be confeſs'd : 
As ſhines the moon amidſt her ſtarry train, 
As breathes the roſe amongſt the flow'ry ſcene, 
As the mild dove her filver plumes diſplays, 
80 ſheds thy Merey its diſtinguiſb'd rays. = 
This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand, 
When es Chaos heard thy high er ; 
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When pleas d, thine eye thy matchleſs works review'd, | 


And Goodneſs, placid, ſpoke that all was good ! | 


Nor only does in heaven thy Goodneſs ſhine, 

Delighted nature feels its warmth divine; 0 

The vital ſun's illuminating beam, ee ee \ 
The filver ereſcent, and the ſtarry gleam | w' 
As day add eee thay. commgnds...: 

Proclaim this truth to ev'ry diſtant land. 

See ſmiling nature, with thy treaſures fair, 

Confeſs thy bounty and parental care; | 

Renew'd by Thee, the faithful ſeaſons riſe, _ 

And earth with plenty all her ſons ſupplies. _ 

The generous lion and the brindled boar, 

As nightly thro' the foreſt walks they roar, 

From thee, Almighty Maker, ſeek their prey, 


Nor from thy hand unſed depart away: 


To thee, for meat the callow ravens cry, f 
Supported by thy all-preſerving eye: 
From thee, the feather'd natives of the plain, 


Or thoſe who range che field, or plough the main, 


Receive, with conſtant courſe, th' appointed food, 
And taſte the cup of univerſal good: 4 | 


Thy hand thou open'ft, million'd myriads live; is, 


Thou frown'ft, they faint eres ſmil'ſt, and they 
revive! Ls th | 
! On 
7 
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On virtue's acre, as on rapine's ſtores, 2 
See heav'n impartial deal the fruitful ſhow'rs ! x 
« Life's common bleflings all her children ſhare,” 
Tread the ſame earth, and breathe a gen'ral air! 
\ Without diſtinction, boundleſs bleflings fall, 
And Goodneſs, like the ſun, enlightens all ! 
Oh man, degenerate man ! offend no more ! 
Go, learn of brutes, thy Maker to adore! 
Shall theſe, thro' ev'ry tribe, his bounty own, 
Of all his works, ungrateful thou alone! 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries, 
And blind when ſov'reign Goodneſs charms the eyes ! 
Mark, even the wretch his awful name blaſphewes, 
His pity ſpares, his clemency reclaims | 
Obſerve his patience with the guilty arive, 
And bid the criminal repent and live; 
Recal the fugitive with gracious eye, 
Beſeech the obſtinate, he would not die! 
Amazing tenderneſs—amazing moſt, 
The ſoul on whom ſuch mercy ſhould be Joſt! 
But would'ſt thou view the rays of - Goodneſs join, | 
In one ſtrong point of radiance all divine! | _ 
Behold, celeſtial Muſe ! yon eaftern light ; | 
To Beth'lem's plain, adoring, bend thy fight ! 
Hear the glad meſſage to the ſhepherds giv'n, 
Good -will on earth to man, and peace in heav'n.” 
— Attend 
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| Attend the ſwains, purſue the larry a es if 
And hail to earth the Saviour and the God! 
Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myſtic plan! 
Thou falutary ſource of life to man ! | 
What tongue can ſpeak thy comprehenſive grace * 
What thought thy depths unfathomable trace ! 
When loſt in fin-our ruin'd nature lay, 

When awful juſtice claim'd her righteous pay ! 

See the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye, 

And flop th lightning juſt prepar'd to fly ! 

(O ſtrange effect of unexampled love!) 

View him deſcend the heavenly throne above; 
Patient, the ills of mortal life endure, | | 

Calm, tho" revil'd, and innocent, tho' poor | | 

' Uncertain his abode, and coarſe his food, 

His life one fair continued ſcene of good : 

For us ſuſtain the wrath to man decreed, 

The victim of eternal juſtice bleed! 

Look, to the croſs the Lord of life is ty'd, 

They pierce his hands, and wound his ſacred lide ! 
See, God expires ! our forfeit to atone, | 
While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 1 
Advance, thou hopeleſs mortal, ſteel'd in guilt, 
Behold, and if thou can'ſt, forbear to melt! 
Shall Jeſus die thy freedom to regain, 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain? 


— 


Wilt 
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Wilt thou refuſe thy kind aſſent to give, * 
When breathleſs he looks down to bid thee live! 
Perverſe, wilt thou reje& the proffer'd good, 
Bought with his life, and ſtreaming in his blood! 
Whoſe virtue can thy deepeſt crimes efface, 
Reheal thy nature, and confirm thy peace ! 
Can all the errors of thy life atone, _ 
And raiſe thee from a rebel to a ſon ! 
O bleſt Redeemer, from thy ſacred throne, . os 
Where ſaints and angels ing thy triumphs 1 
When, from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious head, 
(Chain'd to thy car the pow'rs infernal led) 
From that exalted height of bliſs ſupreme, | 
Look down on thoſe who bear thy ſacred name; 
| Reſtore their ways, inſpire them by thy grace, | 
Thy laws to follow, and thy ſteps to trace; 
Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, 
And by their morals prove their faith divine! 
Nor only to thy church confine thy ray, 
_ Ofer the glad world thy healing light diſplay; . | 
Fair ſun of righteouſneſs | in beauty riſe, I 
And clear the miſts that cloud the heathen ſkies! . 
To Judah's remnant, now a ſcatter'd traing 
Thou great Meſffiah ! ſhow thy promis'd reign 5 
O'er earth as wide, thy ſaving warmth diffuſe, . 
As ſpreads the ambient air, or falling dews, 
#0 | And 
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And haſte the time when, vanquiſh'd by. thy n 
e e e fin defile no more? ? 


But, oh advent rous s Moſe, mie thy flight, 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light! 
Before whoſe glorious throne with dread ſurprize, 
Th' adoring ſeraph veils his dazzled eyes 5 
Whoſe pure effulgenee, radiant to exceſs, 
No colours can deſcribe, or words e 
All the fair beauties, all the lucid flores, 
Which o'er thy works thy hand reſplendent pours ; 
Feeble, thy brighter glories to diſplay, | 
Pale as the moon before the ſolar ray ! 
See on his throne the Hebrew monarch plac'd, 
In all the pomp of the luxuriant caſt! 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold, ' 
And the rich purple waves, emboſs'd with gold; 
Yet mark this ſcene of painted grandeur yield ; 
To the fair lilly. that adorns the field! 
Obſcur'd, behold that fainger lilly lies, 


. 


By the rich bird's “ inimitable dyes ; 
Tet theſe ſurvey, confounded and outdone 


By the I" ne of _e ſun ; L 


The Mapcoos or i pris ine ned. 
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That ſun himſelf withdraws his leſſen'd beam 
From Thee, the glorious author of his frame! 
Tranſcendent pow'r! ſole arbiter of fate! 
How great thy glory ! and thy bliſs how great! 
To view from thy exalted throne above, FO 
(Eternal ſource of light, and life, and love!) 
Unnumber'd creatures draw their ſmiling birth, 
To bleſs the heav'ns, or beautify the earth ; 
While ſyſtems roll, obedient to- thy view, 


Fo — 5 
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And worlds rejoice—which Newton never knew ! | 


Then raiſe the ſong, the'gen'ral anthem raiſe, | 
And ſwell the concert of eternal praiſe! ! 
Aſſiſt ye orbs that form this boundleſs whole, 
Which in the womb of ſpace unnumber'd roll ; 
Ye planets, who compoſe our leſſer ſcheme, 
And bend, concertive, round the ſolar frame; 
Thou eye of nature! whoſe extenſive ray, 
With endleſs charms adorns the face of day ; 
Conſenting raiſe th* harmonious joyful found, 
And bear his praiſes thro' the vaſt profound: 


His praiſe, ye winds, that fan the chearful air, 


Swift as ye paſs along your pinions bear 
His praiſe let ocean thro” her realms diſplay, 
Far as her circling billows can convey! 
His praiſe, ye miſty vapours, wide diffuſe, 
In rains deſcending, or in milder dews ; 


— * 
* 
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His praiſes whiſper, ye majeftic trees, 

As your tops ruſile to the vocal breeze? 

His praiſe around, ye flow'ry tribes exhale, 

Far ax your ſweets embalm the ſpicy gale! 

His praiſe ye dimpled ſtreams, to earth reveal, 

As pleas'd ye murmur thro' the flow'ry vale. 

His praiſe ye feather'd choirs diſtinguiſh'd ſing, 

As to your notes the tuneſul foreſts ring ! 

His praiſe proclaim, ye monſters of the deep, 

Wha in the vaſt abyſs your revels keep! 

Or ye fair natives of our earthly ſcene, 

Who range the wilds, or haunt the paſture green! 

Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with careleſs ear, 

The univerſal hymn of worſhip hear! i 

| But ardent in the ſacred choius join, 

Thy foul tranſported with the taſk divine ! 

While by his works th' Almighty is confeſs'd, 

. Supremely glorious, and ſupremely bleſs'd ! 

Great Lord of life! from whom this humble frame 

Derives the pow'r to ling thy holy name, 

Forgive the lowly muſe, whoſe artlefs lay 

Has dar'd thy ſacred attributes ſurvey ! 

Delighted oft thro' nature's beauteous field, 

Has the ador'd thy Wiſdam bright reveal'd 1 

Oſt have her wiſhes aim d the ſecret ſong, 

Det awful reu'rence fill with-held her tongue: 
1 | Yet 


— 
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Yet as thy bounty lent the reasning beam, 
As feels my conſcious breaſt thy vital flame, 
So, bleſt Creator, let thy ſervant pay | 
His mite of gratitude this feeble way, 

Thy Goodneſs own, thy Providence adore, 
He yields thee cnly—what was thine beſore! 
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* 


ADAM's MORNING HYMN. 


* ESE are thy glorious works, parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 


Thus wongrous fair; thyſelf how wondrous then! 
| Unſpeakable, who fitt't above theſe heav” ns, 
To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen > 
In theſe thy loweſt works; yet theſe declare 
Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels; for ye behold him, and with ſongs. 
And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heav'n, 
On earth join all ye creatures to extol 
Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 
Faireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 
Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and foul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater : ſound his praiſe 
In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climb'ſt, 
And when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou fall'ft. 
Moon, that now meer the orient ſun, now fly ſt 
With 


) 
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With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies 
And ye five other wand' ring fires that move 
In myſtic dance not without ſong, reſfound _ 
His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 
Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multi form; ; and mix, 
And -nouriſh all things; let your ceaſeleſs on 
Vary to our great Maker fill new praiſe. 
Ye miſts and exhalations that now riſe | 
From hill or ſteaming lake, duſky or gray, 
Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author riſe, 
Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd ſky, 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling ſtill advance his praiſe. 
His praiſe, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft. or loud ;; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant, in ſign of worſhip wave. 
Fountains, and ye, that warble, as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiſe. 
Join voices all ye living ſouls ; ye birds, 
That ſinging up to heaven-gate aſcend, 
Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 

"Fn Witneſs 
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, 


Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, 
To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade, 


Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
Hail univerſal Lord, be bounteous fill 
To give us only good ; and if the night 


Have gather'd ought of evil, or conceal'd, 
Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 
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E 3 of sohma begia the evi 5 
To heav'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades, Y 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire ! 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun : 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ! 
From Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſcies: 
Th' zthereal ſpirit o'er. its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 
Ye heav'ns | from high the dewy neQar pour, 
And in ſoft filence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! _ 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade, _- 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall failz 
Returning juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; | 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white rob'd innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! _ 
" 7 Ses 
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See nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 


| With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : 


See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance: 
| See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Fark ! a glad voice the lonely deſert chears ; 
Prepare the way | a God, a God appears: 

A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, riſe ; 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Be ſmooth ye rocks ; ye rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold ! 

He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
"Tis he th' obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th' unfolding ear: 
The dumb fhall fing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No figh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 
In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 

And hell's-grim tyrant feel th eternal wound. 
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As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſhelt paſture, and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects, 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, <P 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms z 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of the future age. 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhare end, 
Then palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful ſon 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun 
| Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, + 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren deſerts with ſurprize +. - 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 
And ſtarts amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn : 
? „„ To 
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Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver horn; 


356 "POEMS FOR 


To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ry palms ſucceed, 

And od'rous myrtle to the noiſom weed. 

The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdart mead; 
And boys im flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim? s feet. 
The ſmiling iefant in his hand ſhall take TER 


The creſted baſiliſe and ſpeckled ſnake, 


Pleas'd the green luftre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, erown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe ! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

See a long raee thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 

See futare ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crouding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 

Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies | 


See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 


Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Sabzan ſprings ! 

For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 


And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 


See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the riſing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 


- 
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Bat loſt, diſſolvd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

O'erflow thy courts : the light himſelf ſhall ſhine” © 
Reveal'd, and God'y eternal day be thine ! 

The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away: 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains; 1 
Thy realm for ever Jaſts, thy own Meſſiab teigus ! 
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The UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
By the Same. a 


AT HER of all! in ev'ry age, 

In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By faint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 

| Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thoy great firſt cauſe, leaſt underfiocd : 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd 

To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 

And binding nature faſt in fate, 

Left free the human will. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That, more thati heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 

Let me not caſt away; ? 
For God is paid when man receives, 
op enjoy is to 


YOUNG LADIES. yg. 


Vet not to earth's contrafted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round : 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand | 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, | 
And deal damnation round the land, 
on each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay : 
If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. | 
Save me alike from fooliſh pride, - 
Or impiovs diſcontent, | SID 
At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 
Teach me to feel another's woe, _ 
To hide the fault I fees; 
That mercy I to others ſhow, 
That mercy ſhow to W 


Mean tho' I am, not wholly ſo, 3 
Since quick'ned by thy breath; 
O lead me whereſoe er I go, - 
Thro' this day's life or death, 
D 4 
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This day, be kd and peace my lot : 
All elſe beneath the ſun, 

Thou know'R if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies !, 
One, chorus let all being raiſe ! 
All nature's incenſe riſe 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS, by Dr. YounG. 
NIGHT FIRST. 


1 nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy ſeep! f 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 


Where fortune ſmiles; the wretched he forſakes: 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 

From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, 
I wake : how happy they, who wake, no more! | 
The day too ſhort for my diſtreſs! and night, 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 
ID ſun-ſhine, to the colour of my fate. 
Night, ſable goddeſs ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayleſs majeſty, now ftretches forth. 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a flumb'ring world. 
Silence, how dead] and darkneſs, how profound ! 
Nor eye, nor lining ear, an object finds ; | 
Creation ſleeps, Tis, as the gen'ral pulſe 
Of life ſtood till, and nature made a pauſe ; 5 
An awful pauſe ! prophetic of ber end. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd : ; 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more, 
O Thou! whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 
That ſpark the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul ; 
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My ſoul, which flies to thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 
Thro' this opaque of nature, and of ſoul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 1 
Lead it thro' various ſcenes of life, and death, 
And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire, 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct, than my ſong; 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon; my beſt will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
The bell ſtrikes one. We take no note of time, 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongue, 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 
I feel the folemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours : | 
Where are they? With the years . the flood. 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch; 
How much is to be done? my hopes and fears 
Start ap alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Lock down—on what? a fathomleſs abyſs ; 

A dread eternity! how ſurely mine“! 
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And can eternity belong to me, | gt 
Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour? | 
How poor, how rich, how abjedt, how auguſt, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man 
How paſſing wonder He, who made him ſuch! 
Who centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes! 
From diff rent natures marvelouſly mixt, 
Connection exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 
Diſtinguiſh'd link in Being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity! 
A beam ethereal ſully'd, and abſorpt! 
Tho” ſully'd, and diſhonour'd, ſtill divine! 
Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute ! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 
Helpleſs immortal ! inſe& infinite! 
A worm! a god! Itremble at myſelf, _ 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 25 
Of ſtable pleaſures on the toſſing wave 
Eternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms of life! 
How richly were my noon · tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictur'd joys ! 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective! 
Till at death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue © 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
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Where now my phrenſy's pompous furniture? 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall! 

Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me! | | 

The ſpiders moſt attenuated thread | 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On earthly bliſs ; it breaks at ev'ry breeze, FR 

O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight! 

Full, above meaſure ! laſting, beyond bound! 

A perpetuity of bliſs, is bliſs. 


Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, | 
That ghaſtly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg*d above theſe rolling ſpheres ; 

The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
' Sheds ſad viciſſitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 

And rarely for the better; or the beſt, 

More mortal than the common births of fate, 

Each moment has its ſickle, emulous 
Of time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 

Strikes empires from the roat ; each moment plays 

His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſlic comfort, and cuts down 

The faireſt bloom of ſublunaty bliſs. 

Bliſs ! ſublunary bliſs Proud words, and vain . 

Implicit treaſon to divine decree! _; * 
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A bold invaſion of the rights of heav'ti! a 
I claſp'd the, phantoms, and I found them air. 
Oh had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart! 
Death! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine | 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 
The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere. 
Amid ſach mighty plunder, why exhauſt | 
Thy partial quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me? 
Inſatiate archer ! could not one ſuffice ? 
Thy ſhaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was lain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 

O Cynthia! why ſo pale? Doſt thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to ſee thy wheel 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life? 
How wanes my borrow'd bliſs ! from fortune: nur 
Precarious courtſey ! not virtue's ſure, 8 
Self- given, ſolar, ray of ſound delight. | 
In ev'ry vary'd poſture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, buſy thought! too buſy for my peace 
Thro' the dark: poſtern of time long elaps'd, 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 
Led, like a murderer, (and ſuch it proves !) 
11 | Strays, 
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Strays, (wretched rover !) o'er the pleaſing * ; 
In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays ; 
And finds all deſert now ; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys ; a num'rous train! 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 
Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 
The ſingle man? Are angels all beſide? 
W | mourn for millions: 'tis the common lot; 
Ia this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, peſt, volcano, ſtorm, and fire, 
Inteſtine broils, oppreſſion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind. 
God's image diſinherited of day, 


Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made. 


There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; 


And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 


Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 
In battle lopt away, with, half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro? realms their valour ſay'd, 
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If ſo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 

Want, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair!) 

On hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſeiae 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead | 

What numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there! © 

What numbers, once in fortune's lap high-fed, | 

Solicit the cold hand of charity ! 

To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! __ 

Ye filken ſons of pleaſure ! ſince in pains, 

You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 

And breathe from your debauch: give, and reduce _ 

Surfeit's dominion o'er you: but, ſo great 

Your impudence, you bluſk at what is right! 

Happy ! did ſorrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave; | 

Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance ; 

And puniſhment the guiltleſs ; and alarm, _ 

'Thro' thickeſt ſhades, purſues the fond of peace, 

Man's caution often into danger turns, 

And his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 

Nor happineſs itſelf makes good her name ; 

Our very wiſhes give us not our wiſh, | 

How diſtant oft the thing we doat on moſt, i 5 

From that for which we doat, felicity ? 

The ſwootheſt courſe of nature has its pain 
1 | | Ang 
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And trueſt friends, thro* error, wound our reſt. 
Without misfortune, What calamities ! 

And what hoſtilities, without a foe ! 

Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth. 

But endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 

And ſighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 
A part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man! the reſt a waſte, 

Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands : 
Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, ſtings, and death; 
Such is earth's melancholy map! bat, far 
More ſad ! this earth is a true map of man. 

So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire ; where deep troubles toſs; 
Loud ſorrows howl, invenom'd paſſions bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitals ſeize, 

And threat'ning fate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ? 

In age; in infancy, from others aid ; 

Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind: 
That, nature's firſt, laſt leſſon to mankind ; 

The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels. * 
More gen'rous-ſorrow, while it finks, exalts ; | 
And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue, mbre than prudence, bids' me give 

Swoln thought a ſecond chanel; who. divide; 
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They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O world! thy much - indebted tear. 
How ſad a ſight is human happineſs, 
To thoſe whoſe thought can pierce beyond an how! 
O thou! whate'er thou art! whoſe heart exalts | 
Wouldf thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 
I know thou wouldſt; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 
The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. | 
, Thou happy wretch l by blindneſs art thou bien; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 
Know, ſmiler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd 3 
| Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 
Misfortune, - like a' creditor ſevere, 
But riſes in demand for her delay; 
She. makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To ſting thee more, and double thy- diſtreſs, 
The ſprightly lark's ſhrill matin wakes the morn. 
Grief's ſharpeſt thorn hard- preſſing on my wy” 
I firive, with wakeful melody to chear 
The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philomel ! like thee, 
4 And call the ftars to liſten : ev'ry ſtar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Vet be not vain ; there are, who thine. excell, 
And charm thro' diſtant ages: wrapt in ſhade, 
Pris'ner of darkneſs! to the ſilent hours, Þ * 
ey Med, EEE E How 
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How often I repeat their rage divine, 4 
To lull my griefs, and ſteal my heart from woe?! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their flames. 


THE THIRD NIGHT. 


\Narcisss. 


IR o dreams, where thought in fancy s maze runs 


mad, 
To reaſon, that heav'n- lighted lamp i in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
1 keep my aſſignation with my woe. 
O loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Loft to the noble ſallies of the ſoul! 
| Who think it ſoljtude, to be alone. 
Communion ſweet ! communign large, and high! 
Our reaſon, guardian angel, and aur God! 
Then nearelt theſe, when others moſt remote; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote, but theſe, * 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd! 
Now woo them; wed them ; hind them to thy breaſt ; ; 
To win thy wiſh, creation has no more. 
Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a friend—— | 
But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the defire. 
Take Phaebus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards ! 
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Inebriate at fair ſortune's fountain head; 
And reeling thro' the wilderneſs of joy; 
Where ſenſe runs ſavage, broke from reaſon's chain, 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my ſong ; 
Unlike the deity my ſong invokes, wy 
I to day's foft-ey'd ſiſter pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival!) and her aid implore ; 
Now firſt implor'd in ſuccour to the mule. ; 
And kind thou wilt be; kind on ſuch a cheme; 

A theme ſo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Soft, modeſt, melapcholy, female, fair! 
A theme that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul, | 
"Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp, | 
Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narciſſa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd, 
Woes cluſter ; rare are ſolitary woes ; 
They love a train; they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ſtarted from my lids for him: 51 
Scizes the faithleſs, alienated tear, j 
Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent 1 
N Sorrow, he more than cauſes, he confounds ; ; 
For human ſighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 

And make diltreſs, diſtraction. O Philander ! 


E What 


do 
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What was thy fate? A double fate to me . 
Portent, and pain! a menace, and a blow? 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not leſs a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It call'd Narciſſa long before her hour; 

It call'd her tender ſoul, by break of bliſs, 
From the firſt bloſſom, from the buds of joy ; 
Thoſe few our noxious fate unblaſted leaves, 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmoniſt ! and beautiful as ſweet ! 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young! 
And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And left it unharmonious ! All its charm 

- Extinguiſht in the wonders of her ſong! 
Her ſong till vibrates in my raviſht ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her !} thrilling thro' my heart! | 
Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 

Kneel, and preſent it to the ſkies ; as all 
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We gueſs of heav'n: and theſe were all her own. 

And ſhe was mine; and I was—was moſt bleſt— 

Gay title of the deepeſt miſery] _ 

As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life; "i 

Good loſt weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 

Like bloſſom' d trees, o'erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; 

And if in death till lovely, lovelier there; 

Far Iovelier ! pity ſwells the tide of love. 

And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh ? 

Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep 

Our tears indulg'd indeed deſerve our ſhame, 

Ye that e' er loſt an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her eye, 

Dawning a dimmer day on human ſight; 

And on her cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, 

Pale omen ſat; and ſcatter'd fears around 

On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 

That once had ſeen ?) with haſte, parental haſte, 

I flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 

And bore her nearer to the fun ; the ſun. 

(As if the ſun could envy) checkt his beam, 

Deny'd his wonted ſuccour ; nor with more 

Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 

Of * faireſt lilies, not ſo fair. 
E 3 
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Queen lifies? and ye painted populace! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofiat hves; 
In morn and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe, 
And dtink the ſun ; which gives your cheeks to glow, 
And out bluſh (mine excepted) ev'ry fair ; 

You gladlier grew, ambirious of hey band, | 
Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 
"my thought ſo pure? her flow'ry ftate of mind . 
In joy unfall'n. Ve lovely fugitives ! | 

Cozval race with man f for man'you ſmile; | 
| Why not ſmile at him too! you ſhare indeed 
His ſudden paſs ; bat not his conſtant pain. 

So man is made, nougbe miniſters delight, 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage 
And glowing paſſions, bent on aught below, 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with angwilk turn the ſcale ; 
And anguiſh, after rapture, how ſevere ! 
Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plueking fruit deny'd to mortal taſte, 

Whilſt here, preſuming on the rights of heav'n. 
For tranſport doſt thou eall on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? at thy friend's expence be wife; 

Lean not on earth; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
A broken reed, at beſt; but, oft, a ſpear; 

On its ſharp point-peace bleeds, and hope expires. | 
Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her: thought repell'd, 
 Reſemting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. 


Bnatch'd 


Y O ADE Ss. 35 


Snatch'd ere thy prime ? and in thy bridat hour? 

And when kind fortune, with thy lover, fail 44 © - * 

And when high-flavour'd thy freſh-op'ning joys! 

And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete ! 

And on a foreign ſhore ;- where ſtrangers wept! 

Strangers to thee ; and, more furprifing ſtil}, - 

Strangers to kmdneſs, wept: their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears? that trickled dow u 

From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs! - 

A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere ; 

In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, Rteel'd ; 

While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd ; 

That mourn'd the dead; and this deny'd a grave. 

Their fighs incenſt ; ſighs foreign to the will! 

Their will the Tyger fuck'd, outrag'd the ſtorm. 

For oh !. the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal ! 

While ſinful fleſh relented, ſpirit nurſt 

In blind infallibility's embrace, 

The fainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaft ; 

Deny'd the charity of duſt, to ſpread 

O'er duſt !- a charity their dogs enjoy. | 

What could I do? what fuccour ? what reſource ? 

With pious ſacrilege a grave I ſtole; 

With impious piety that grave I wrong d; 

Short in my duty; coward in my grief! 
More like her murderer, than friend; I crept, | 

675 . E 4 1 With 


Can equal violations of the dead ? 


Of this heav'n-labour'd form, ere, divine! 


\ 
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With ſoft-ſuſpended lep; and, muffled deep. . \ 
In midnight darkneſs, whiſper'd my laſt ſigh. : > 
I whifſper'd what ſhould echo thro' their realms: ; 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the ſkies, ] 
Preſumptuous fear! how durſt I dread her foes, ] 


While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd? 


Pardon neceflity, bleſt ſhade ! Of grief 
 And-indignation rival burſts I pour'd ; 

_ Half-execration mingled with my pray'r ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 


Sore-grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt ; 

Stampt the curſt ſoil ; and with hamanity 

(Deny'd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt ?. what guilt | 


The dead how ſacred { ſacred is the duſt 


This heav'n · aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 


Wich azure bright, and cloath'd the ſun in gold. 


When every paſlion ſleeps that can offend ; 
When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 


When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul'd, - 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill wil; 


Then, ſpleen to duſt? the duſt of innocence ? 


An angels duſt - this Lucifer tranſcends ; | 


nol : Whey : 
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When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 

'T was not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The firife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
Far leſs than this is ſhocking in a race 

Moſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love; ; 
And uncreated, but for love divine; | 
And, but for love divine, this moment, loſt, 

By fate reſorb'd, and ſunk in endleſs night. 
Man hard of heart to man! of horrid things 


57 


Moſt horrid ! mid ſtupendous, highly firangel 


Yet oft his courtefies are ſmoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours he confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 


What then his vengeance ? hear it not, ye ſtars ! 


And thou, pale moon! turn paler at the ſound ; 
Man is to man the foreſt, ſureſt, ill. 

A previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire : 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of ſancy ? would it were! 
Heav'n's Sov'reign ſaves all beings but himſelf, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart.- 


4 


Fir'd 
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Fir'd is the muſe? and let the muſe be fir d: 


4 


Who not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he feels, 


And in the nerve moſt tender, in his friends? 


Shame to mankind ! Philander ay: = 


He felt the truths I fing, and I in him. 
But he, nor I, feel more: paſt ills, A* 


Are ſunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs num'rous, as the num'rous ills that ſwarm'd 


Oer thy diftinguiſht fate, and, cluſt'ring there 
Thick as the locuſt on the land of Nile, 


Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 


Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 


How was each eircumſtance with aſpics arm'd ? 


An afpic, each ; and all, an hydra-woe. 
What ſtrong Heroulean virtue could ſaffice ?— 
Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here? 

This hoaty cheek a trai of tears bedews;; 

And each tear mourns its own diſtin& diftrefs ; 
And each diſtreſs, diſlinctly mourn'd, demands 


Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 


A grief like this proprietors excludes: 
Not friends alone ſuch obfequies deplore; 


They make mankind the mourner; carry fighs - 


Far as the fatal fame can wing her way; 
And turn the gayeſt thought of gayelt age, 


S 
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Down 
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Down their right channel, thro? the vale of deal. 


The vale of death! that huſhe Cimmerian vale, 


Where darknefs, brooding o'er unfiniftic fates, 

With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 

(Dread day!) that interdicts all future change f 

That ſabterranean world, that land of ruin! 

Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought! 

There let my thought expatrate ; and explore 

Balſamic truths, and healing ſeutiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, here. 

For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thy o W- i 

My ſoul! © The fruits of dying friends ſurveßß ; 

«« Expoſe the vain of life ; weigh life and death-: 

Give death his eulogy ; thy fear ſubdu dj; 

And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 

A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb.” 
This harveſt reap from thy Narciflz's grave. 

As poets feign'd, from Ajax ſtreaming blood 

Aroſe, with grief inſcrib'd, a mournful flow's ; 

Let wiſdom bloſſom from my. mortal wound. 

And firſt, of dying friends what fruit from theſe # - 

It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid | 

To chaſe our thoughtleſſneſs, fear, pride, and guilt, - 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, - 

'To damp our brainleſs ardors ; and abate 

That glare of life, which often blinds the wile, 
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Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 

Our rugged paſs to death ; to break thoſe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 

Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human vanity, | | 
Which makes us ſtoop from our atreal heights, 
And, dampt with omen of our own deceaſe, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Juſt ſkim earth's ſurface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid pride to ſcratch a little duſt, 

And ſave the world a nuiſance. - Smitten friends 
Are angels ſent on errands full of love; | 
For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 

And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die, in vain ? 
Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hoy'ring ſhades, | 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts??? 

| Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft addreſs; 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray'r? 
Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 
Tread under-foot their agonies and groans; 
Fryftrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 


= 


HYMNS. 


nemme 
H Y M N I by Mr. ADDISON.. 
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HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſnepherd's care; 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 


Tho? in the paths of death I tread, , 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
My ftedfaſt heart mall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 


Aud puide me through the dreadful ſhade. 


| Tho! in a bare and rugged way, 
Thro' devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 


Ys 
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| Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile : 

The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And fireams ſhall murmur all around. 


GRATITUDE. 


HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My rifing foul ſurveys; 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 

In wonder, love, and praiſe: 


O how ſhall words with equal ad 
The gratitude declare, 

That glows within my raviſh'd heart * 
But thou cank read it there. 


| Thy Providence my life — 
And all my wants redreſt, 

When in the ſilent womb 1 15. 
And hung upon the breaſt. 


To all my weak complaints and cries, 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 1 | 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form themſelves in pray's. 
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Unnumber'd comforts to-my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 


Before my infant heart conceiv'd 7 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd, 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of yourk 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 

Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man. 


Thro' hidden dangers, toils, Rn deaths, 
Ic gently clear'd my way, 

And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health renew'd my face, 

And when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviy'd my foul with grace. 


Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 

And in a kind and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my ſtore. 


Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, 
Nor is the leaſt a chearful heart, 


That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. | 
t Thro 


1 
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Thro' every period of my life a 

Thy goodneſs I'Il purſue; $15 
And after death in diſtant worlds 8 

The 3 theme renew. 


When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, | 

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 


Thro' all eternity to thee If 
A joyful ſong Þ 11 raiſe, | 
For oh ! eternity's too hort 
| To utter all thy praiſe. 


Crrarion 
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With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
And ſpangled heavens, a ſhining Ns | 
Their great original proclaim ; 3 | 
Th? unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his creator's pow'r diſplay, 

And publiſhes to every land 

; The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon 
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Soon as th' ev ev'ning ſides prevail, | Ri 4 


The moon takes up the wondrous tale; 
And nightly to the liſt ning earth 

Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 

WhilR all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turns 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And ſpread the truth from pole to . | 


What though, in ſolemn Gitence, all 
Move round the dark terreſttial ball? 
What tho' nor real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a gloriqus voice, 

For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, : 
© The hand that made us is divine." 
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| The Day of JUDGMENT, 
By Mr. O01 v1. 


From the FixsT Books 


TOME, heav'nly male; my ed ſoul inf pire, - 
Touch with one beam of thy celeſtial fre, | 
A ſoul, that riſing with ſublime delight 
Leaves worlds behind in its aerial flight ; 
Mounts o'er the ſkies, unuſual heights to ſoar, 
Where Younc and Angels only flew before. 


I leave unheeded ev'ry mortal care, 


The victor's pomp, and all the ſcenes of war: 

A nobler aim invites my ſong to riſe: 8 

No praiſe I ſing, but his who form'd the ſkies; 

No ſcenes, but nature's burning vaults diſplay's ; 2 9 
No pow'r, but that which wakes the ſleeping dead. 


My theme how vaſt l the ſun's extinguiſh'd rays; 


Ten thouſand ſtars i in one devouring blaze; 
That doom, the guilty wretch muſt dread to hear; 


The laſt loud trump that ſtops the rolling ſphere ; 


The crouds that burſt from earth s diſſolving frame; 
All heaven deſcending, and a world on flame. 


O Thou, whoſe hands the bolted thunder form, 
' Whoſe wings the whirlwind, and whoſe breath the 


ſtorm : 8 
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Tremendous God! this wond'ring boſom raiſe, 
And warm each thought that would attempt thy praiſe. 
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O! while I mount along th' etherial way, 


To ſofter regions, and unclouded day, 
Paſs the long tracks where darting lightnings glow, 


Or trembling view the boiling deeps below ; 


Lead thro' the dubious maze, direct the whole, 
Lend heav'nly aid to my tranſported ſoul, 


Teach ev'ry nobler power to guide my tongue, 


And touch the heart, while thou inſpir'ſt the ſong. 
"Twas at the hour, when midnight ghoſts aſſutne 
Some frightful ſhape, and ſweep along the gloom; 1 
When the pale ſpectre burſts upon the view ; 4: 
When fancy paints the fading taper blue; 

When ſmiling virtue reſts, nor dreads a foe; 

And lumber ſhuts the weeping eyes of woe: 

'Twas then, amid the filence of the night, 

A graceful ſeraph ſtood before my fight, 

And blaz'd meridian day—the rocking ground ' 
Flam'd as he mov'd, and totter d as he frown'd. 

As ſome vaſt meteor, whoſe expanded glare 

Shoots a long ſtream that brightens all the air, 


So flam'd his burning eyes: — earth heard and ſhook 


When from his lips theſe dreadful accents broke: 
Now is that hour, when at th' Almighty's call, 
'*« Surrounding flames ſhall melt the yielding ball; 

| F z „When 
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« When. * muſt blaze amid the general "JUL 

| And ſuns and ſtars with all their hoſts expire, 
The long-delay'd, th' important day is come, 

All nature quake with terror at the doom. ) 

For which ereation roſe ſupremely fair, 

« Each world was launch'd, and hung upon the air, 

Oer ſyſtem ſyſtem roll'd, a ſhining throng, 
* And mov'd in ſilent harmony along. 

That hour is come, when God himſelf ſhall riſe, 

« Sublime in wrath, and rend the burning ſkies ;. 

««. Arreſt-the boundleſs planets, as they. roll, 

«« And burſt the labouring earth from pole to pole; 

Bid hell's remote dominions hear and ſhake, 

While nature ſinks, and all the dead awake.“ 

Warm'd as he ſpoke, I felt th enli v' ning ray ; 

Then loos'd from earth, triumphing ſoar'd away: 

We mount at once, and, lighter than the wind, 

Left, as we flew, the diſtant clouds behind. 

Then far remov'd beheld th' abodes below. 

And wait in deep ſuſpenſe the impending blow. 

Now o'er the brightning caſt Aurora ſpread, 

And ting'd the bluſhing cloud'/with morning red z 6 

The hill's proud ſummit caught the waving gleam: 

The pale ray trembled on the quiv'ring ſtream 3 

Then opening gradual from the ſhades of night 

| OO foreſt ſhone. with dawning tight we 
130 | | Serene 
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Serene the beauteous landſcape roſe to view, © 

The mead's green mantle wet with ſpangling dew, * 

The gay-rob'd flow'rs That How'd wich 1 
bloom, 

And bow' ring dales, * "a beats eee. 

So when the tempeſt's ſweepy blaſt is G or, 


Nor burſts the ruſhing wind, nor prattling ma 
No hov'ring miſt obſcures th' emerging day, 


Wide o'er the proſpe& pours the ſtreamy rays 
A freſher ctoud the.dewy fields exhale, © 
With richer fragrance: blows the balmy; gale,” in 
The echoing hills with louder notes rebound, © 

And all th? illumin'd landſcape rings around. 


* Charm'd and ſurpriz' d we ſaw the fair abode, 


The plains with beauty's flow'ry offspring dener l 
Beheld the city's diſtant ſpires ariſe, = 
Or tow'r's dim top that touch 'd the bending Ries; | 
Or view'd the wild, with tracklefs paths o 'ercaſt, | 
Where roams the lion thro” the naked e OR” 

Or penſive, ey d the ſolitary pile 
Where flits the night-bird thro' the glimm'ting ile: 
Struck deep with woe, we mark d the domes o *erthrown 


— 


Where once the beauty bloom'd, the warrior mone; = 
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We ſaw Palmyra's mould'ring tow'rs deeay d, 
The looſewalt IE o'er the rrembing £ Wade? — 
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Or fall'n Ferſepolis that deſert lay! 
Or; Balbec's fanes that catch'd the e ray! 
Vain pomp of pow'r !—now: in the throne of kings 
Shrieks the lone owl, the raven ſhakes her wings. 
Then o' er the boundleſs deeps our eyes were roll'd, 
The waves all brightning flam'd with beamy gold. 
Here mov d in gradual rows the billows heave, 
There on the rough rock foams the madning wave, 
Or daſh the torrents down the cliff 's ſteep ide, 
Or thro' the cavern ſweeps the ruſhing tide ; 
We mark'd the river's long majeſtic train. 
And ſtreams that murmur'd o'er the flow'ry plain, 
The lake whoſe waves with Jucid radiance glow, 
Not finer tints impreſs the ſhow'ry bow. 
The fountain bubbling thro' the moſs-clad hill, 
And wand'ring wild the ſweetly-tinkling rill, 
Then o'er the champaign' s broider'd lawns we firay, 
Where gaily warbling thrill d the woodland' lay, 
Survey'd with rapture all th' inviting ſcene, 
The vary d landſcape, and the vivid green; 
A charming train of all the muſes themes, 
Gay meads, and pointed rocks, and purling fireams; 

Hills, vales, and woods in ſweet diſorder ſpread, 
And blooming fields in all their pomp diſplay f. 
Still at each look, (awid the countleſs ſtore) _ 
We mark'd ſome feature unobſery'd before; ; 
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As in the cheek with opening roſes warm, ; 
Each piercing glance i improves the growing charm. 
Then ſighing deep, diſtracted at the view, abs 
„Adieu, I cry'd, ye bliſsfal ſcenes adieu: 
That ſun muſt ceaſe to gild the flow ry plain: 
The moon be loſt with all the ſtarry train: pes 


% j . 


« Plung' d in one fire, each mighty frame eonſume, Un! 
« 'Tis God, th" eternal God has ſeal'd their doom. 
Lo! at the word (each tranſient ray withdrawn) | 


A low'ring cloud at once o'ercaſt the dawn: 


From its dark breaſt, with ſwelling tempeſts flor'd ; 
Pale lightning flaſh'd, and dreadful thunder roar'd, . 


Earth's glowing boſom felt a ſudden wound, 
And ſtrong convulſions rent the opening ground; ; 
The rapid whirlwind with impetuous ſweep 


Burſts from its vaults, and rais'd the labouring deep ; * 


Rocks, cities, ſtreams at once its wond' rous prey. 
It ſwept the woods, and bore the hills away. 

But now, with terror rifng on the ſight, 

A burning comet flaſh'd unuſual light, 

Quick as the wind, the wing'd deſtrution came 
Oer all the void, and drew a length of flame; 


Shap'd thro' the parting clouds its dreadful way, 


And pour'd on earth intolerable day. 

At once the cave its inmoſt void diſplays; _ 

The waving foreſts, catch the ſpreading blaze 
F 4 
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It rag'd and ſwell d reſiſtleſs o'er the plains, 

Now in a broader range the deluge raves,  _ 
And rolls triumphant thro'-the boiling waves ; 
Oer all. the hills the rifing flames aſpire, | 

The mountains blaze, a mighty ridge of fire l. 


Where ſtood the ſnow-crown'd alps, (an awful name!) | 
No roll'd the doubling ſmoke, and PPE: 2 


While o'er the Andes in a whirlwind driy'n 


Burſt the blue gleam, and darkneſs — ts Wh n. 
Evx'n Etna rocks with a reluctant groan, 


Sunk in a flame more dreadful than its own: 

A ery fiream the deep Volcano pours, 

And from its mouth inceſſant thunder roars, . ; 

Each humbler vale partakes the gen'ral doom, 
The ſmiling meads reſign their lovely bloom; 
Not Afia's fields th' impetuous flood retain, 


It bounds with fury o'er the wide champaign, 


Whate'er to view revolying ſeaſons bring. 


Each opening flow'r, the painted child of ſpring, 


Bleak winter's ſnow, with ſymmer's roſy pride, 


And autumn's ripening ſtores, augment: the tide: 
On its broad wave it bears the ſhining ſpoil, 11 bg 
Hills burſt, rocks melt, woods blaze, and oceans boil, 
Such, man, thy life, when death's relentleſs rage 


Crops thy gay bloom, or chills thy with ring age 


In 
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In vain thy wiſh would ſtop th invader' po] rr 
O! how tranſported with a fleeting dream 
We fondly launch, and glide along the fiream ! - 
Nor think of tempeſts, mis ry, pain, or death, 

The ſtorms above us, and the'wrecks beneath ! 

!) WM When lo! at ones a cloudy ſcene ſucceeds, - 

| It low rs, frowns, blackens, bellous o'er our heads; + 
' Bounds o'er the ſeas, and with deſtructive ſweep, 

* Flings wave on wave, and whelms us in the deep. | 
Where now the nation, whoſe controuling law, 
Rul'd ev'ry ſtate; and held a world in awe? * 
Say where, Britannia, thy remoter plain? 
Thy fields enrich'd with plenty's welcome train? 
Thy fleets, to ſound their dreadful fame afar, ©" 
And rule the deep, the thunderbolts of war? | 
; Still in my thought thy happier days detain'd, 
When George, when Anna, when Eliza reign'd 7 p 
I ſee, I hear the battle's wild alarms, 
See trembling foes, and thy ern ry mi | 
I ſee ſublime the floxing navy riſe, © . a NN! - 
The pompous ſtreamers waving as ſhe ſſies ! 

| ] ſee the ſhudd'ring hoſts that round her fall, 

5 The haughty Spaniard here, and there the Gaul. 

4 I ſee great Bourbon fainting and diſmay d, 
And view the laurel blaſted on his head. 


0 
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How my fond heart runs laviſh in her praiſe! 
But ſee, *tis fled !—T urge, implore its tay, 
In vain : the charming viſion dies away; | 
The plains where once her ſhouting armies ſtood, 
"The ftream's broad wave that bluſh'd with hoſtile blood, 
Roll'd io the maſs of fire neglected lay, 
And join'd th' involving cloud that hid the day. 
See earth's pale ſons! a mighty throng appear! 
How wild their looks with agonizing fear 
| Swift, az the bart, from her purſuing train, 
Climbs the ſeep rock, and flies along the plain: 
Tis thus, the tempeſt's dreadful rage to ſhun, 


Tbey ſweep the field, and ſhiver as they run. 
Here yawning gulphs their dreadful wrecks diſcloſe, 


There nature labours with convulſive throws: 

Here the flame borſts, and blazes tothe ſkies, 

There flaſh the pointed lightnings on their eyes. 

Amaz'd, aghaſt the trembling throng retire, 

Eye the bright gleam, and mark the ſpeeding fire ; 

Hung on the ſteepy cliff, all wild with'dread, 

Heav'n's awful thunder rattles o'er their head! 

The ſkies above with doubling roars rebound, 

Below ſtrong earthquakes rend the tott ring ground. 

Tis noiſe around, tis chaos all beneath; 

One ſcene of horror, tumult, rage and death, 
| Burſts 


* 
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Burſts on their ſight! the fatal word is paſtt, 

And panting nature groans, and breathes her laſt. 

So, when tempeſtuous atth'Eternal's word 

The teeming ſkies a wat'ry deluge pourd; 

The vaſt abyſs its mighty deep diſplay d, 

And the flood roſe o'er Atlas tow'ring head ; 

Some nation fell, in each augmented wave 

Difſolv'd, and earth was one prodigious grave, 

Mark where yon mines their radiant ſtores unfold, 

peru's rich duſt, or Chili's.beds of gold! | 

Infidious bane! that makes deſtruction ſmooth; - 

Thou foe to virtue, liberty, and truth! 

Whoſe arts the fate of monarchies decide, 

Who gild'| deceit, the darling child of pride! 25 

How oſt, allur'd by thy perſuaſive charms, 

Have earth's contending powers appear'd in arms! + 

What nations brib'd have own'd thy pow'rful reign! 

For thee what millions plow'd the ſtormy main! 

Travel'd from pole to pole with ceaſeleſs toil, 

And felt their blood, alternate, freeze and boil. _ 

But now the mantling flames in concourſe join, 

And deep deſcending ſeize the burning mine; 

Its richeſt treaſures aid the mounting blaze, 

'Twas all confuſion, tumult, and amaze. 

When lo! a cloud juſt opening on the vier 

Ilum'd with dazzling light th' ethereal blue! 
| On 


= 
g —— —ʒ—— — — 


=— ronus FOR 
On its broa# divas mighty agel ene 


His eyes were lightning; and his robes of flam“: 


;O'er all his ſorm the cireling glories run, 
And his face lighten'd as the blazing ſun; 


HFis limbs with heav'n's aerial veſture glow, 


And o'er his head was hung the ſweepy bow. 

As ſhines the brightning ſteel's refulgent gleam, - 
When the ſmooth blade reflects the ſpangling beam, 
Its light with quicken'd glance the eye ſurveys, 
'Green, gold, and vermeil, trembling as it plays; 
So flam'd his wings along th' ethereal road, 
And earth's long ſhores reſounded as he trod. 
Sublime he towr'd | keen terror arm'd his eyes, 
And graſp'd' the redning bolt that rends the ſkies; 


One foot ſlood firmly on th' extended plain 


Secure, and one repell d the bounding main; 


ile ſhook his arm ;—the lightning burſt away, 
Thro' heav'n's dark concave gleam'd the paly ray, 


Roar'd the loud bolt tremendous thro' the gloom, 


And peals on peals prepare th impending doom. 


Then to his lips a mighty trump apply'd, 


The flames were ceas'd, the mutt'ring thunders dy d) 


While all th* involving firmaments rebound 
He rais'd his voice, and labour'd in the found : | 
"Theſe dreadſul words he ſpoke , 


1% Be 
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« Be dark, thou ſun, in one eternal night! 

And ceaſe, thou moon, to rule with paler light!“ 
«« Ye planets, drop from theſe diſſolving ſkies ! 

10 Rend, all ye tombs; and, all ye dead, ariſe! 

« Ye winds, be ſtill; ye tempeſts, rave no more! 
« And roll, thou deep, thy millions to the ſhore !/ 

« Earth, be diffolv'd, with all theſe worlds on hight! 1 
« And time, be loſt in vaſt eternity! | 
% Now, by Creation's dread . 8 | 


Who ſweeps theſe ſtars as atoms, in his ire: 


„By heav'n's omnipotent, unconquer'd king; 
“By him who rides the rapid whirlwind's wing; 

« Who reigns ſupreme. m- his auguſt abode, 

« Forms, or confounds with one commanding nod; 

«© Who wraps in blackning clouds his awful brow, 

« Whoſe glance like lightning looks all natgre thro” :- 
« By him I ſwear !” (he paus d, and bow'd che head, 
Then rais'd aloft his flaming hand, and ſaid). 
Attend ye ſaints, who in ſeraphic lays, 

% Exalt his name, but tremble while you praiſe; - 
Ve hoſts, that bow to your almighty.Lord, 

“% Hear, all his works, th' icrevocable word! 

© Thy. reign, O man, and earth, thy; days are oer! 
<« [ ſwear by him, that time ſhall. be no more.“ 
He ſpoke : (all nature groan'd a loud reply) 
Then ſhook the ſun, and tore him from the ſky. 


or 
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oO] would ſome angel's awful voice controul - 

Each drooping thought, and ſwell my riſing ſoul; 
Would ſome deſcending ſeraph tune the Iyre, 
And warm my breaſt with more than mortal fire; 
The ſcene I draw ſublimer trains would claim; 
Ev'n thoſe might labour on ſo vaſt a theme! 
But why for aid invok'd the immortal throng ? 
Why call'd angelic fire to tune my tongue? 

I ſee each look diſtracted, terrify'd, 

The harp untouct'd bangs idly by their fide. 

I ſee, I ſee omnipotence in arms, 

Each boſom trembling at the ſhrill alarms ! 
1 ſee the ſun fall thro' th' ethereal plains ; 

The moon's pale diſłk a bloody tincture Rains : 
The dreadful call each mightier orbit hears, 

And worlds unhing'd cometumbling from their ſpheres, 

What pomp, what terror, tumult, and amaze ! 
Whar crowds to view ! what wrecks to ſwell the blaze! 
What loud volcanoes roar! (ev'n tzends recoil) 
What rocks to melt! what oceans yet to boil! 
Shouldſt thou behold,” in dreadful league combin'd, 
At once great Ztna and Veſuvius join d; 
Two mighty rivals from their center rock, 2 
Surround the deep, and hide the clouds in ſmoke :. 
Their burning bowels rent, and (dire to name!) 
Ev'n ſuns extinguifl'd in the ſpreading flame! 

| | Say, 


Say, what is all, let fire, wind, waves ee 
Compar'd to this a feather, and a gale! - 
Rous'd from their fleep unnumber'd myriads come, 
All wak'd at once, and burſt the yielding tomb: 
O'er the broad deep the looſen'd members ſwim; 
Each ſweeping whirlwind bore the flying * 
The living atoms, with peculiar care, 
Drawn from their cells, came ſpeeding thro' the * 
Whether they lurk'd, thro' ages undecay d, 

Deep in the tock, or cloth'd ſome ſmiling „ 

Or in the lily's ſaowy boſom grewz | 
Or ting'd the ſaphire with its lovely blue; 
Or in ſame purling fiream refreſh'd the plains ; 
Or form'd the mountain's adamantine veins ; + 


Or, gaily ſporting in the breathing ſpring, 03 al 


Perfum'd the whiſp'ring zephyr's balmy wing: 
All heard; and now, in fairer proſpet ſhown, . __ 
Limb clung to limb, and bone rejoin'd its bone: 
Here ſtood, improv'd in ſtrength, the graceful frame, 


| There flow'd the circling blood, a purer ſtream : 


The beaming eye its dazzling light reſumes ; 
Soft on the lip the tinQuz'd ruby blooms; _ 
The beating pulſe a keener ardor warms, __ 

And beauty triumphs in immortal charms, 

So when by Raphael's happy pencil wrought. 


Some graceful figure roſe, inform'd with thought, 
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Each part by turns the working 8 
Here caſt the light, and there diſſus d the ade; 
A richer bloom each flying touch beſtow'd; 
No on the cheek a brighter vermeil glow'd : 
Art in the piece with nature ſeem'd to firive, 
And ev'ry bluſhing feature look'd alive. 
What ſcenes appear, where er I turn my eyes | 
How wide the throng ! what forms innum'rous riſe ! 
Methinks I ſtill behold the teeming earth 
Pour all at once her millions at a birth | ! 
They ſtart with terror thro' the opening ground, 
Flames all beneath, and-thunders all around. = 
Are theſe the forms, that languiſhingly fair, 
Repin'd and-ſicken'd at each breeze of air? 
The tender frames, like fading roſes pale, 
Whole leaves are ſhrived by the ruffling gale ? 
To death's deſtructive dart an eaſy prey, | 
That ſunk, and ſeebly-figh'd the foul away ? 
| This clonded ſcene attempt not to explore ; 
Where reaſon finks, twere madneſs then to ſoar * 
Heav'n that to each the juſt proportion brought, 
| Here bounds the flight of vain bewilder'd thought; 
When fancy plays within its proper ſphere, 
It ſmiles, and ſhows th' unſully'd object clear; 
Whene'er from that the erring. guide removes, 
Tis _ all elſe but puzzles, not improves. |; | 


Look 
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Look round, my ſoul, o'er ev'ry-ſcene below, 

What millions riſe, diſtinguiſh'd by their woe! 

See widows, orphans, mothers, infantsſlain, - | 

A feeble, harmleſs, weeping, fainting train! 

What crowds, extinct by an untimely doom 

Are torn from life in youth't deluding bloom!) 

A throng of mourners ſighing by their ide, 

The hoary fire perhaps, and virgin bride; | | 

The friend whoſe eyes with guſhing ſtreams a | 

The mother pierc'd with agonizing Wee. 

See! where the ſhade, to ſtrike his gaſping prey, 

Draws the keen dart, that never miſs'd its wa; 

Thron'd on the ruin of terreſtrial things, | 

He ſits, and tramples on the duſt. of kings. 

See, his black chariot floats in ſtreams of gore, 

Pale rage behind, and terror ſtrides before. . 

Not beauty with'ring in the bloom of years, 

Not dove-ey'd innocence diſſolv d in tears, | 

Not kneeling love that trembles as it prays, 

Not heart · ſtruck anguiſh, fix'd in ſtupid gaze! 

Not all the frantic groans of wild deſpair ; 

Not helpleſs age, that tears its ſilver hair; 

Can ſtay one moment the ſevere command, | 

Or wreſt th' avenging dart from that relentleſs hand. 

Here pauſe:— the crowds extended on the bier 

Claim from the filial heart a parting tear: 
KG | Spend 


*% "POEMS FOR | 

Spend on the tomb where drooping grandeur lies, 

One mournful burſt of ſympathiſing ſighs, 

O death ! terrific ere thy dart is try'd ! 

Whoſe hand o'erturns the tow'ring domes of pride ; 

What wide deſtruction marks thy fatal reign! 

What numbers bleed thro' all thy vaſt domain! 

Whether thy arm, its dreadful ſtrength to ſhow, 

Like Sampfon's, ſweeps its thouſands at a blow; _ 

Or gives the cannon's parting ball to fly ; 

or wings the lightning glancing thro' the ſky ; 

Or burſts the opening ground (whoſe fields deſtroy'd) 

The city tumbling thro' the dreadful void ! 

If, in the fever, famine, plague, thou blaſt | 

Th' unpeopl'd earth, and lay the nations waſte ; 

Tho' all her ſons, the victims of thy pow'r, 

Her ſons, that fall by millions in an hour; 
Viet know, ſhould all thy terrors ſtand diſplay'd, 

© "is but the meaner ſoul that ſbrinks with dread : 

That ſolemn ſcene the ſuppliant captive mourns ; 

'That ſcene, intrepid virtue views, and ſcorns. 

Thine, virtue! thine is each perſuaſive charm, - 

'Thine ev'ry foul with heav'nly raptures warm; 

Thine all the bliſs that innocence beſtows, 

And thine the heart that feels another's woes. 

What tho' thy train, neglected, or, unknown, 

Have ſought the ſilent yale, and figh'd alone? 

5 Tuo 


dj 


Thoꝰ torrents ſtream'd from every melting eye? 
Tho' from each boſom burſt th* unpity'd figh? © 
Tho' oft, with life's diſtracting cares oppreſt, 


They long'd to ſleep in everlaſting reſt ? 


O envy'd miſery !——what ſoft delight 


Breath'd on the mind, and ſmooth'd the gloom of * : 


When nobler proſpects, an eternal train, 
Made rapture glow in ev'ry beating vein ; 


When heav'n's bright domes the ſmiling eye ſurvey'd, 


And joys that bloom'd more ſweetly from the ſhade. 
Now all appear'd aſcending from the tomb, 

Who breath'd the air, or ſlumber'd in the womb : 
The crowds that live in all th' unbounded fries, ' 
Now rais'd the trembling head with wild ſurprize : 
Stars with their num'rous ſons augment the throng, 
Each world's majeſtic offspring towr'd along : 

Thick, as the burning ſan's meridian rays, 

The hov'ring inſets baſking in the blaze z 


The ſwarms that flutter, when the day's withdrawn; 


The throng that riſes with the riſing dawn; 

The world ſupported by Jehovah's care, 

And all the race that peoples all the air,” 

Rang'd on a field by labouring angels rear'd, 

In dreadful length th' innum' tous throng appear'd : 
Earth's nobleſt ſons, the mighty wretched things, 
Call'd heroes, conſuls, Ceſars, judges, kings, 


* 
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Now ſwell d the crowd, promiſcuous and a 
The meaneſt ſlave from him who fill'd a throne : 

Each tyrant now would bleſs the yawning tomb, 
And pride ſtands ſhudd'ring at th' approaching doom. 
Think you behold ten thouſand armies ſtand, 
All form'd, and rais'd by ſome divine command: 
Saw where the giants burſt their dark abode, 
While the tomb labour'd with th' unuſual load. 
| Let Theſevs, Samſon, tow'r upon the plain, | 

Wich gern Achilles, from a field of lain: _ 
Let Rome's and Greece triumphant ſons appear, 

4 Celar there, an Alexander here: | 

| Her ſplendid multitudes let Perſia join, | | 

* Thy ſwarms Thermopylz, and, Iſſus, thine : 

See Cannz tainted with a purple flood, _ 
And great Pharſalia's fields that ſtream with blood : 

Extend the view::—See god-like Trajan's pow'r : - 

© Tv intrepid chief proceeds s from ſhore to ſhore, | 
Flies on the ſoe, and paints the reeking field with gore! 
Lo! next a throng of wild Barbarians come, 
The crowds, that triumph d o'er imperial Rome: 
| wh like a cloud that gathers on the day, 
N Th' embattled ſquadrons ſhape their dreadful way: 
Prodigious hoſts! who (all their foes o'erthrown) 
Once rul'd ſupreme, and made a world their.own : 


| 
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Next Afia's millions fill th extended ſpace, 
Known from the reſt, a ſoft, unmanly race; 
While there, (each boſom rough with many a ſcar) 
Stand Afric's troops, the ftormy ſons of war.. 
Columbus world, a wide innum' rous throng. 
Swells on the firaining fight, and pours along, 

Bleſt race! ere diſcord ſaatch*d the gleaming ſhield, 
Ere war tremendous thunder'd o'er the field, 

Ere freedom ranging oer Peruvian plains, - 

Mark'd their dire waſte, and heard the clanking chains: 
At once dim ſorrow veil'd her ſhining eyes, 

She ſpread her dazeling plumes, and ey d the fies; 


|  Guikt, rage, and death, terrific ſhapes ! appear, 


The diſtant tumalt murmur'd on her ear: 

She figh'd;—and mounting on the glancing ray; 
Shot o'er the ſcene, and fought the climes of day. 
Now rouz's to life th* aſſembled myriads trod, 


No tyrant 6'er them ſhakes th* avenging rod; 


'Tis conſcience ſpeaks th impartial mandate giv'n 


Conſigns to death, or opes the climes of heav'n ; 


Her looks divine the fever'd thought controul, 
Her voice like muſic thrills th” enraptur d foul, 
But ſee, where riſing, a reſplendent throng, - | 
Thy ſons, Europa, claim a nobler ſong ! 

Lo! Britain's heroes burſt upon the fight, 
Each chief who dard th* exulting foe to ght: 
7 G 3 View | 
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View the wide fields, where fainting armies bled! - 
See Blenheims, 'Crefli's, Agincourts diſplay'd ! 

War, blood, deſtruction, triumphs, conqueſts riſe, 
And kings, and patriots bleſs th' enraptur'd eyes! ! 
Let Gallia next her num'rous hoſts unfold, 

The crowds ſhe rais'd by force, of won by gold: 
Think you beheld th' united armies ſpread, *_ 

And all the crowds Turenne, or Conde led; | x 
By Charles' unguided rage the throng that dy d; 
The millions murder'd for her Bourbon's pride. 

Join all at once, or (if thy thoughts can ſoar 

So vaſt a height) yet add ten thouſand more 

Say when thy ſoul its laſt idea brought, + 

Stretch'd o'er the verge of ſtrong expanded thought ; 

When all th' unbounded genius ſoar'd on high, 

Did &er ſuch numbers ſtrike the wond'ring eye? 

So vaſt, they mock the ſoul's confounded fight : 

Ev'n thought falls back in. its unequal flight ; 

Not tempting hope the mighty depth can ſound, 

Nor fancy's widening ken can mark the bound. 

Yet, mid? the crowd that pour'd o'er all the field, 

A crowd which ſcarce the labouting eye beheld ! 

Ye monarchs, hear |—this pomp of nations join'd, 

Theſe ages, empires, kingdoms, ſtates combin'd, 

Theſe boaſted thouſands, millions, myriads,—all 

Shrunk to a point unmeaſurably ſmall ! 


Scarce 
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Scarce when a group of buzzing flies diſplag 
Their forms, that glitter with the glancing ray; 
Scarce, leſs obſerv'd, mid' all the numbers there, 
One flitting wing that feebly fans the air! 
Eternal God, whoſe word ſupremely wiſe 
Can cruſh, or people all ch' expanded ſkies ! 
Who bid'ſt creation wait on thy command, 
Throw'ſt worlds like atoms from thy forming hand f 
O! for ſome nobler, more exalted lays, ö 
Some heav'nly ſtrains, to ſpeak thy boundleſs praiſe? 
All fancy droops on this tranſporting ſcene ! | 
All rapture dull ! all elegance is mean! 
All thought too faint ! all colours ceaſe to gloW 1 
All fire too languid ! all ſublime too low! 
O thou, | whoſe name all nature joins to raiſe ! 
What ſeraph's voice can tell thy wondrous ways! 
Who ſhow'd (how god-like was th' amazing plan!) 
Thy pow'r on angels, but thy love to mann 
Thy pow'r, thy love, when uncontroul'd and free, 
Cruſh'd all their hoſts, O man and ranſom'd thee. 
But ſtay, my muſe, be filent and admire; 
This lofty theme exceeds angelic:firet' 7 * 
Mark what new ſcene thy rapid glance deſcrys!'. + 
What ſudden radiance flaſhes o'er the ſkies!!! + + 
From heav'n's vaſt heights th immortal throngdeſcend; 
The worlds below in mute ſaſpenſe attend - 
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Thro? all its tracts thy mighty theme purſue, 
And paint the ſcenes that burſt upon thy view. 
Now, touch'd with grief, the penſive guide ſurvey'd, 
Whate'er of grand this awful pomp diſplay'd ; 
Then rais'd in filent woe his mournful eyes, 
And paus'd,—till thus with intermingling ſighs :* 
«« Say where, vain mortal! now the pomp of ſtate ? 
The pride of kings, the triumphs of the great? 
« Where now the imbattled hoſt, the whirling car ? 
% Where the proud ſpoils of deſolating war? 

% Hope's flatt ring wiſh, ambition's tow'ring aim? 


The boaſt of grandeur, and the wreaths of fame? 


«© Where the gay plan by fancy's hand refin'd, 
That ſmil'd illufive on th' enchanted mind? 

« Ahl view'd no more, theſe beauteous traits decay, 
« Like ſtars that fade before the riſing day 

_ © Leſs ſwift the gale that ſkims the ruffling ſtream, 
«© Nor flies more quick the viſionary dream. 

Hail, heav'nly piety, ſupremely fair 

** Whoſe ſmiles can calm the horrors of deſpair ; 

« Bidin each breaſt unuſual tranſports flow, 

« And wipe the tears that ſtain the cheek of woe: 

„ How bleſt the man who leaves each meaner ſcene, 
« Like thee, exalted, ſmiling, and ſerene! 

+ Whoſe riſing ſoul purſues a nobler flight; 

% Whoſe OO; more refin'd delight ; 
0141 1 * oy. wat 
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% Whoſe thoughts, elate with tranſports all ſublime, 
Can ſoar at once beyond the views of time: 
Till loos'd from earth, as angels unconfin' 
« He flies arial on the darting wind ; 
« Free as the keen ey'd eagle, bears away, 5 
« And mounts the regions of eternal day.“ 
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ED WIN ans ANGELINA. 
By Dr, Gorge. 


E IG N, faint-like tenant of the dale, | 
To guide my nightly way | 

8 To yonder fire that chears the vale 

Wich hof ſpitable ray. 


For here, deſerted, as I tread 
With fainting ſteps and flow, | 
The wild, immeaſurably ſpread, _ 1 
Seems lengthening as I go. | 
. | Forbear, 


| 
| 


But from the mountain's graſſy fide 


Then trav'ller turn, thy cares forego, 


Forbear, my 4 the ſage replies, 
To tempt the lonely gloom, - 


For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 


To lure thee to thy doom. 


Here to the houſeleſs child of want 
My door is open ſtill, 

And tho” my portion is but ſcant, 
I give it with good will. 


Then turn to-night, and 55 _ 


Whate'er my cell beſtows, 


My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 


My bleſſing and repoſe. 0 


No flocks, that range the valley frees 
To {laughter I condemn ; 

Taught by that power that pities me, 
I learn to pity them. 


A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 
A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply's, 
And water from the ſpring, 


For earth- born cares are wrong ; 
„Man wants but little here below, 


„Nor wants that little long. 
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Soft as the dew from heav'a deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell. 
The modeſt ſtranger lowly bendes | 
And follows to the cell. 
Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lonely manſion lay, 
A refuge to th' unſhelter'd poor, 
And ftrangers led aſtray. : 
No ſtores beneath its humble thatch | 
Requir'd a maſter's care, 4 
But the door, op' ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 
And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, | 
The hermit trim'd his pleaſant fire, 
And chear'd his penſive gueſt ; 


And ſpread his vegetable tore, 
And gaily preſt and ſmil'd, 

And, ſxill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 
While round, in ſympathetic mirth, 
Its tricks the kitten tries, 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 

The crackling faggot flies. 


* 


But | 
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But nothing mirthful could aſſuage | 
The penſive ſtranger's woe, : 


For grief had ſeiz d his early age, 
And tears would often flow. 


His riſing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
. with anſwering care oppreſt; 
And whence, unhappy youth, he cry'd, 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
Reluctant doſt thou rove, | 
Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn d, 
Or unregarded love? 


Alas ! the joys that fortune brings. 
Are trifling, and decay ; | 

And thoſe who prize the paltry things, To 
More trifling ſtill than they. ; 


Say, what is friendſhip ? but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; | 
A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep. 


* 


And what is love? an empty ſound, 
The modern fair one's jeſt 3 
On earth unſeen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's neſt. 

4 
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For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows haſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex, he ſaid ; 


But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray d. 


* 
1 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauty riſe 
Expanding to the view, 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, + 
As bright, as tranſient too. 

The baſhful look, the rifing breaft, 
Alternate ſpread alarms ; 


The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


And ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
A thing forlorn, ſhe cry'd, 

Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reſide. | 


Forgive, and let thy pious care 
A heart's diſtreſs allay, 
That ſeeks repoſe, but finds deſpair 
Companion of the way. 


My father liv'd, of high degree 
Remote beſide the Tyne, 

And as he had but only me, 
His opulence was mine. 
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To win me from his tender arms 


Unnumber'd ſuitors came, 5 
Their chief pretence my flatter' d charms, 
My wealth perhaps their aim. 


Each hour the mercenary crowd | MEG 82 | 
With glitt'ring proffers ſtrove; _ 


Among the reſt young Edwin bow d, 


Who offer'd only love. 


In humble ſimpleſt habit cladbd, 
No wealth nor power had he; | 
Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 

But theſe were all to me. 


Swhencer he ſpoke amidſt the train, 


How would my heart attend ! 
And ſtill delighted e'en to pain, 
How ſigh for ſuch a friend! _ 


And when a little reſt I ſought 
In ſleep' s refreſhing arms, : 
How have I mended what he taught 
And lent him fancied charms ! 


Yet till and hapleſs be the hour, | 

I ſpurn'd him from my fide, 
And ſtill with ill diſſembled power, 
Repaid his love with pride. 
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Till, quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
He leſt me to deplore, 


And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
And ne'er was heard of more, 


Then ſince he periſh'd by my fault, 
This pilgrimage I pay, 

I'Il ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, _ 

And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there in ſhelt'ring thicket hid, 
[1] linger till I die; 

'Twas thus for me my lover did, 
And ſo for him will I. 


Thou ſhalt not thus, the hermit cricd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 

Th' aſtoniſh'd fair-one turn'd to chide ; ; 
"Twas Edwin's ;Celf that preſt, 


For now no longer could he hide 
What firſt to hide he ſtrove ; 

His looks reſume their youthſul pride, 
And fluſh with honeſt love. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, | ' 
My charmer, turn to ſee 
Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
Reſtor'd to love and thee. 
ill x H „ 
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Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

And every care reſiggn, | 

And ſhall we never, never part, | 
My thou, my all that's mine. 


No, never from this hour to part, 
Our love ſhall ſtill be new, 


And the laſt Ggh that tends thy heart 


Shall break thy Edwin's too. 


Here amidſt ſtreams and bow'rs we'll rove, 


From lawn to woodland ſtray, 
Bleſt as the ſongſters of the grove, 
And innocent as they. 
Jo all that want, and all that wail, 
Our pity ſhall be given, 
And when this life of love ſhall ſail, 
We 'I love it o'er in heav'n; 


FABLES 
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FABLES. By Mr. Moone. 
The NicaTiNGALE and GLow-worn. 


H E prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe 
The lilly, and the bluſhing roſe, y 


From public view her charms will ſcreen, 


And rarely in the crowd be ſeen ; 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, 
© The faireſt fruits attract the flies.“ 


One night a glaw-worm, proud and vain, 
Contemplating her glitt ring train, 
Cry'd, ſure there never was in nature 
So elegant, ſo fine a creature. 
All other inſects, that I ſee, 
The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 
Or filk-worm, with contempt I view; 
With all that low, mechanic crew, 
Who ſervilely their lives employ 
In buſineſs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar herd !,ye are my ſcorn, 
For grandeur only I was born, 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, - 
And plac'd on earth, to live and ſhine. 
Thoſe lights, that ſparkle ſo on þigh, 
Are bnt the glow-worms of the ſky, 

; H 2 And 
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And kings on earth their gems admire, 
Becauſe they imitate my fire. 1 
She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, 
A Nightingale forbore his lay ; 
He ſaw the ſhining morſel near, 
And flew, directed by the glare; 
A while he gaz'd with ſober look, 
And thus the trembling prey beſpoke : 
Deluded fool, with pride elate, 
Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate: 
Leſs dazzling, long thou might'ſt have lain 
Vnheeded on the velvet plain: 
Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourns, 
And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 


HMuEN and Dearth. 
Olxteen, dy'e ſay ? nay then tis time, 
Another year deſtroys your prime. 
But ſtay the ſettlement ! That's made.” 
Why then's my ſimple girl afraid ? 
| Vet hold a moment, if you can, 
And heedfully the fable ſcan. | 


The ſhades were fled, the morning bluſh'd, 
The winds were in their caverns huſh'd ' | 
When 
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When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, - 
Held o'er the fields his muſing gait, 
| Behind him, through the green-wood ſhade, 
Death's meagre form the god ſurvey'd; _ 
Who quickly, with gigantic ſtride, 
Out-went his pace and join'd his fide, 
The chat on various ſubjects ran, 
Till angry Hymen thus began. 
Relentleſs death, whoſe iron ſway 
Mortal reluctant muſt obey ; 
Still of thy pow'r ſhall I complain, 
And thy too partial hand arraign ? 
When Cupid brings a pair of hearts, 
All over ſtuck with equal darts, 
Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 
And cut the knot that Hymen ty d. 
Shall not the bloody and the bold, 
The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 
The harlot, reeking from the ſtew, 


Alone thy fell revenge purſue ? 
But muſt the gentle, and the kind, 
Thy fury, undiſtinguiſh'd, find? 
The monarch calmly thus reply'd ; 
Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 
| That friend of yours you lately nam'd, 
Cupid, alone is to be blam'd ; 


hen 
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Then let the charge be juſtly laid ; 
That idle boy negleRts his trade, 
And hardly once in twenty years, 
A couple to your temple bears. . 
The wretches, whom your office blends, 
Silenus now, or Plutus ſends; 
Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ſtrife, 
Are common to the nuptial life. 
Believe me; more than all mank ind, 
Your vot'ries my compaſſion find; 
Yet cruel am I call d, awd bake, | 
Who ſeek the wretched to teleaſe; 
The captive from his bends to free, 
Indiſfoluble but for me. 
Tis I entice him to the yoke ; 
By me, your crowded altars ſmoke : 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Secure that death will ft them looſe, 


The WorFp, the SHEEP, and the Lams. 


UTY demands, the parent's voice 

Should ſanRify the Gavphtot's choice ; 
In that is due obedience ſhewn ; 
Io chuſe belongs de her alone, 


4 
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May horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, ' 
And claims, by purchaſe pile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace 
Hence virtue ſickens; and che breaſt, 
Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
Becomes the troubled ſeat of care, 

And pines with anguiſh, and deſpair. 


A wolf, rapacious, rough and bold, 
Whoſe nightly plunders thin'd the fold, 
Contemplating his ill- ſpent life, 

And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 
His purpoſe known, the lavage race, 


In num'rous crowds, attend the place; 


For why, a mighty wolf he was, 
And held dominion in his jaws. | 
Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 


And humbly his alliance ſought; 


But cold by age, or elſe too nice, 
None found acceptance in' his eyes. 
It happen'd, as at early dawn 
He ſolitary croſs'd the lawn, ; 


Stray ' d from the fold, a ſportive lamb 


Skip'd wanton by her fleecy dam; N 
H 4 When, 
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When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 


Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. ; : | | 4 
- The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 


Their nimbleſt ſpeed the wolf o ertook, 

And courteous, thus the dam beſpoke. 1 
Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 

Truſt me, no enemy is near; 


Theſej Jaws, in flaughter oft imbru'd, 


At length have known enough of blood ; "0 | 
And kinder buſineſs brings me now, 


Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to bow. 


You have a daughter Sweet, forgive 


A wolf's addreſs——in her I live; | 
Love from her eyes like light'ning came, 


And ſet my marrow all on flame; 


Let your conſent confirm my choice, 


And ratify our nuptial joys. 


Me ample wealth, and pow'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend ; 


What midnight robber dare invade 


The fold, if I the guard am made? © 
At home the ſhepherd's curr may lleep, | 


While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. ; 


Diſcourſe like this, attention claim'd ; ; 


Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; ; ö 
Now 


* 
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Now fearleſs by his fide ſhe walk'd, | 
Of ſettlements and jomtures talk d; 1 
Propos'd, and doubled her demands 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnip- lands. 
The wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 
To Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; 
And of the grand alliance vain, 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 
The loathing lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her dam with pray'rs ; | 
But all in vain ; mamma beſt knew 
What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do; 
So, to the neighb'ring meadow carry'd, gh 
A formal aſs the couple marry'd. 
Torn from the tyrant-mother's fide, 
The trembler goes, a viftim-bride, 
Reluctant, meets the rude embrace, 
And bleats among the howling race. 
With horror oft her eyes behold 
Her murder'd kindred of the fold; 
Each day a ſiſter- lamb is ſerv'd, 
And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 
The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 
And Cakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood, 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, 
1 And lodges but in gentle breaſis, 
* | | Jul Was 
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Was now no more. Enjoyment paſt, 
The ſavage hunger d for the feaſt; 
Bat (as we find in human race, | 
A maſk conceals the villain's face) 
' Juſtice muſt authorize the treat; 
Till chen he lBng'd, but durſt not eat. 
As forth he walk'd, in queſt of prey, 
The hunters met him on the way; 
Fear wings his flight; the marſh he ſought ; 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. | 
His ſtomach baulk d, now hunger gnaws, 
Howling, he grinds his empty jaws; 
'Food muſt be had, and lamb is nigh ; 
His maw invokes the fraudful lie. 
Is this (diſſembling rage, he cry d) 
The gentle virtue of a bride? 
That, leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 
She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 
By treach'ry prompts the adi hound 
Jo ſcent his footſiepFon the pround ? 
| Thou trait'reſs vile! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood! 
So faying, on the lamb he flies, 
Beneath his jaws the victim dies. 
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Tue STORY or L&VINIKG. 
By Mr. TON Ox. 


809 the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 
And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the ſpreading day ; 

Before the ripened field the reapers ſtand, 

In fair array; each by the laſs he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate _ 

By nameleſs gentle offices her toll. 

At once they ſtoop and {well the luſty ſhea ves; 

While thro' their chearful band the rural talk, 

The rural ſcandal, and the rural jeſt, 

Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, 

And ſteal unfelt the ſultry hours away. 

Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks ; 

And conſcious, glancing oft on every fide 

His ſated eye, feels his heart heave with joy, 

The gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 

Spike after ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 

Be not too narrow, huſbandmen ! but fling 

From the full ſheaf, with charitable ſtealth, 

The liberal handful. Think, oh grateful think! 

How good the God of Harveſt is to you; 

Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields; 

e While 
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While theſe unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide-hover round you, like the fowls of heaven, 
And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your ſons may want 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give. 
4 The lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
it And fortune ſmil'd deceitful on her birth. 

For, in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of every ſtay, ſave innocence and Heaven, 

She, with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 

Among the windings of a woody vale; 

| By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, - 

| But more by baſhful modeſty, concea?'d. 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 


From giddy paſſion and low-mitided pride: 
Almoſt on nature's common bounty fed ; 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 


Content, and careleſs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves ; unſtain'd, and pure, 
As is the lily, or the mountain ſnow. 00 | 
The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, | 
Still on the ground dejected, darting all 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 
vo: | 15 Or 
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Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair-proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 

Beyond the pomp of dreſs ; for lovelineſs 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is when unadorn'd adorn'd the moſt. 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was beauty's ſelf. 
Recluſe amid the cloſe-embowering woods, 

As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 

Beneath the fhelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild 3 
So flouriſh'd blooming, and unſeen by all, 

The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 
By ſtrong neceſſity's ſupreme command, 

With ſmiling patience in ber looks, the went 

To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains i 
Palemon was, the generous, and the rich) 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong | ; 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times; 

When tyrant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 

; But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He 


** ” 
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He then, his fancy with autumnal ſcenes 
Amuſing, chanc'd beſide bis reaper-train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye; 
Unconſcious of her power, and tyrning quick 
With unaffected bluſhes from his gare: 
He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half : 
The charms her down-caft modeſty canceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown: 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread leugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field: 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſigh'd. 
% What pity | that ſo delicate a farm, 
« By beauty kindled, where enlivening ſenſe 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
«© Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
* Of ſome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
« Of old Acafto's line ; and to my mind 
« Recalls that patron of my happy liſe, 
From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe; 
% Now to the duſt gone down; his houſes, lands, 
And once fair-ſpreading family, diſſolv'd. 
« *Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
„ Urg'd by remembrance ſad, and decent pride, 
© Far from thoſe Fm which knew their better days, 
« His 
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« His aged widow and his daughter live, 
* Whom yet my fruitleſs ſearch could never find. 
« Romantic wiſh | would this the daughter were!“ 
When, firi& enquiring, ſrom herſelf he found 
She was the ſame, the daughter his friend, 
Of bountifal Acaſto; who can ſpeak | | 
The mingled paſſions that ſurpriz'd his heart, 
And thro' his nerves in ſhivering tranſport ran ? 
Then blaz'd his ſmother'd flame, avow'd, and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and oer, i 
Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 3 
Confus'd, and frightened at his ſudden tears, 
Her rifing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paſſionate, and juſt, + 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. yes K 
« And art thou then Acaſto's dear remains? 
« She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 
So long in vain & O heavens! the very ſame, 
* The ſoftened image of my noble friend; 
Alive his every look, his every feature, 
More elegantly touch d. Sweeter than ſpring ? | 
* Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 
* That noariſh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where, 
© In what ſequeſter'd deſart, haſt thou drawn 
« The kindeſt aſpect of delighted Heaven ? 
ys, ** Into ſuck beauty ſpread, and blown fo fair; 
lis 1 | * Tho” 


* Tho? poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 


' 
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Beat keen, and beavy, on thy tender yrars? 
O let me now, i into a richer ſoil. 5 
* Tranſplant thee ſafe! where vernal ſuns, and hows. 
« DiFuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence 
« And of my garden be the pride, and joy 158 5 
«« Nt it bokts thee; oh it ill beſtis 
% Acaſto's daughter, his whoſe open ſtores, 
Tho vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 
« The father of a country, thus to pick 
« The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt-fields, 
2 Which from bis bounteous friendſhip I enjoy. 
« Then throw that ſhameful pittance from * hand, 
« But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk 7 | 
The fields, the maſter, all, my fair, are la, Wer 
* If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe: | 
* Haz on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 
" Thar deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee !” 

Here ceas'd the youth; yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 
| Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his ſoul, 
With conſcious virtue, gratitude. and love, . | 
Above the vulgar joy divine! * rais'd ogy 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the 3 1 45 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and al! 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſk'd conſent. 
00-1 news immed jate to her mother brought, 0 

| White, 


* e 
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While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away: 
The lonely moments for. Lavinia's fate: 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
Joy ſeiz d her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam. 
| Of ſetting life ſhone-on her et een 5 

Not leſs enraptur' d than the happy pair; ed 
1 : Who flouriſh'd long i in tender bliſs, and rear d 

A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 

And good, — of lhe c, round. 
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ADVICE TO A LADY, 


By the Honourable Mr. N. 


HE APY of a friend, Bellas, 1 "OW | 
Too roughly kind ta pleaſe a lady's e; 


Unlike the flatt'ries of a lover's pen, 
Such truths as women ſeldom learn from men. 


Nor think 1 praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhew. ._ 


What female vanity might fear to know : : 
Some merit's mine, to dare to be fincere, 
But greater yours, fincerity to bear. 

Hard i is the fortune that your ſex attends ; 
Women, like princes, find few real friends: 
All who approach them their own ends purſue ; 
- Lovers and miniſters are ſeldom true, 
Hence oft from reaſon heedleſs beauty ſtrays, 

And the moſt truſted guide the moſt betrays: : 
Hence by fond dreams of fancy'd pow'r amus'd, 
When moſt you tyrannize you're moſt abus'd, 

What is your ſex's earlieſt, lateſt care, 
Your hearr s ſupreme ambition? To be fair: 
For this the toilet ev'ry thought employs, ; 


| Hence all the toils of dreſs, and all the joys : 
For this, hands, lips, and eyes are put to ſchool, 


And each inſtructive feature has! its rule; 


z 
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And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv'n, 
Not to diſgrace the partial boon of heav'n? 
How few with all their pride of form can move? 
How few are lovely, that were made for love } 
Do you, my fair, endeavour to poſſeſs | 
An elegance of mind as well-as dreſs ; 

Be that your ornament, and know to pleaſe 

By grateful nature's unaffected eaſe, 

Nor make to dang'rous wit a vain pretence, 

But wiſely reſt content with modeſt ſenſe ; 
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain, 
Too ſtrong for feeble women to ſuſtain ; 
Of thoſe who claim it, more than half have none, 
And half of thoſe who have it, are undone, 
Be till ſuperior to your ſex's arts, 
Nor think diſhoneſty a proof of parts; 
For you the plaineſt is the wiſeſt rule, 
A Cunning Woman is a Knaviſh Fool. 

Be good yourſelf, nor think another's ſhame 
Can raiſe your merit, or adorn your fame. 
Prudes rail at whores, as ſtateſmen in diſgrace 
At miniſters, becauſe they wiſh their place. 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene, | 
Without all beauty, and all peace within ; 

The honour of a prude is rage and ſtorm, 
Tis uglineſs in its moſt frightful form: 


„ Fiercely 
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Fiercely it ſtands defying gods and men, 


As hery monſters guard a giant's den. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great: 
A woman's nobleſt ſtation is retreat; 

Her faireſt virtues fly from public ſight, 
Domeſtic worth, that ſhuns too ſtrong a light. 
To rougher man ambition's taſk refign : 
"Tis ours in ſenates or in courts to ſhine, 

To labour for a ſunk corrupted ſtate, © 
Or dare the rage of envy, and be great. 
One only care your gentle breaſts ſhould move, 
Th' important buſineſs of your life is love: 


| 
| 


To this great point direct your conſtant aim, 
This makes your happineſs, and this your fame. 
Be never cool reſerve with paſſion join'd ; 
With caution chuſe ; but then be fondly kind, 
The ſelfiſh heart, that but by halves is giv'n, 
Shall find no place in love's delightful heav'n ; 
Here ſweet extremes alone can truly bleſs, 
The virtue of a lover is exceſs. 
Contemn the little pride of giving pain, 
Nor think that conqueſt juſtifies diſdain ; 
Short is the period of inſulting pow'r ; | 
Offended Cupid finds his vengeful hour, 
Soon will reſume the empire Which he gave, 


And ſoon the tyrant ſhall become the ſlave. 
555 1 
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Bleſt is the mand; and — to be bleſt, 

Whoſe ſoul, entire by him ſhe loves poſieſs'd, 
Feels ev'ry vanity in fondneſs loſt, 5 

And aſks no pow'r, but that of pleaſing moſt : 
Her's is the bliſs in juſt return to prove 


The honeſt warmth of undiſſembled love; 


For her, inconſtant man might ceaſe to range, 
And gratitude forbid deſire to change. | 

But leſt harſh care the lover's peace deſtroy, | 
And roughly blight the tender buds of joy, 
Let reaſon teach what paſſion fain would hide, 


That Hymen's bands by prudence ſhould be ty'd. 


Venus in vain the wedded pair would crown, 
If angry fortune on their union frown : 

Soon will the flatt'ring dream of bliſs be o'er, 
And cloy'd imagination cheat no more. 

Then waking to the ſenſe of laſling pain, 

With mutual tears the nuptial couch they ſtain, 
And that fond love, which ſhould afford relief, 


Does but increaſe the anguiſh of their grief; 


While both could eaſier their own ſorrows bear, 
Than the ſad knowledge of each other's care.. 
Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain, 
Than ſell your violated charms for gain ; 
Than wed the wretch whom you deſpiſe, or hate, 
For the vain glare of uſeleſs wealth or ſtate. 
; | by The 
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The moſt abandoned proſlitutes are they, 
Who not to love, but av'rice fall a prey: 

Nor aught avails the ſpecious name of Wiſe; 

A maid ſo wedded, is a Whore for Life. 

 Ev'ni in the happieſt choice, where fav'ring heav'n 
Has equal love, and eaſy fortune giv'n, 
Think not, the huſband gain'd, that all is done ; 
The prize of happineſs muſt flill be won; 
And oft, the careleſs find it to their coſt, 
The lover in the huſband may be loſt ; 

The graces might alone his heart allure; 
They and the virtues meeting muſt ſecure. 
Let ev'n your pradence wear the pleaſing dreſs 
Of care for him, and anxious tenderneſs. 
From kind concern about his weal or woe, 
Let each domeſtic duty ſeem to flow ; | 
Endearing every common act of life, 
The miſtreſs ſtill ſhall charm him in the wife! 
And wrinkled age ſhall unobſerv'd come on, 
Before his eye perceives one beauty gone: 
Ev'n o'er your cold, and ever-ſacred urn, 
His conſtant flame ſhall unextinguiſh'd burn. 
'Tis thus, Belinda, I. your charms improve, 
And form your heart to all the arts of love; 
The taſk were harder to ſecure my own. 
Againſt the pow'r of thoſe already known; 


* 


For 


by 
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For weil you twiſt the ſecret chains that bind 
With gentle force the captivated mind, 

Skill'd ev'ry ſoſt attraction to erfiploy, © © 
Each flatt'ring hope, and each alluring joy ; 

I own your genius, and from you receive 

The rules of pleaſing, which to you I give. 


JS 
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By Dr. Pa RX ZII. | | | 


* Britain's iſle and Arthur's days, 
When midnight Fairies daunc'd the maze, 1 
: Liv'd Edwin of the green ; f 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, ſenſe, and truth, 
Tho' badly ſhap'd he been. 


His mountain back mote well be ſaid 
To meaſure height againſt his head, 
And lift itſelf above 
Vet ſpite of all that nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid, 
This creature dar'd to love. 


He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 
Cou'd ladies look within ; 
But one Sir Topaz dreſs'd with art, 
And, if a ſhape cou'd win a heart, 
He had a ſhape to win. 
1 |  Edwiw 


) a ; 4 


F 


Edwin, if right 1 read my ſong, 
With ſlighted paſſion pac'd along . 

All in the moony light; 
"Twas near an old inchanted court, 
Where ſportive fairies made reſort ' 

To revel out the night. 


His heart was drear, his hope was eroſs'd, 


"Twas late, twas far, the path was loſt 
That reach'd the neighbour-town ; 

With weary ſteps he quits the ſhades, 

Reſolv'd, the darkling dome he treads, 
And drops his limbs adown. 


But ſcant he lays him on the floor, | 
When hollow winds remove the door, 
A trembling, rocks the ground: 
And, well I ween to count aright, | 
At once an hundred tapers light . 
On all the walls around. 188 


| Now ſounding tongues afſail his ear, 
Now ſounding feet approachen near, 
And now the ſounds increaſe : 
And from the corner where he lay 
He ſees a train profuſely gay 
Come prankling o'er the place. 
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But 3 me Gentles I) never ye 
Was dight a maſquing half ſo neat, 
Or half ſo rich before: | 
The country lent the ſweet perfumes; 
The ſea the pearl, the ſky the plumes, 
The town its filken ftore, | 


- Now bill he gaz d, a gallant dreſt, 
In flaunting robes above the reſt, 
With awful accent cry'd ; 
What mortal of a wretched ods 
| Whoſe ſighs infe& the balmy wind, 
Has here preſum d to hide ? 


'At this the ſwain, whoſe vent 'rous ſoul 

No fears of magic art eontroul; 
Advanc'd in open fight; 

« Nor have I cauſe of dreed, he ſaid, 

* Who view by g 
« Your 


preſumption led 
of the night. 


« *'Twas grief, for ſcorn of faithful love, 
« Which made my ſteps unweeting roves 
* Amid the nightly dew.” 
Tis well the gallant cries again, 
We fairies never injure men | 
Who dare to tell us true. 


„ © Bralt 


Exalt thy love-dejected heart, 
Be mine the taſk, or ere we part, 
Io make thee grief reſign; 
Now take the pleaſure of thy chaunce ; 
Whilſt I with Mab, my partner, daunce, 
Be little Mable thine. 


He ſpoke, and all a ſudden there 
Light muſic floats in wanton air; 
The monarch leads the queen: 
The reſt their fairie part'ners found : 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 
With Edwin of the green. 


The dauncing paſt, the board was laid, 


And ſiker ſuch a feaſt was made 
As heart and lip defire, 
Withouten hands the diſhes fly, 
The glaſſes with a wiſh come nigh, 
And with a wiſh retire. | 


But now to pleaſe the fairie king, 

Full ev'ry deal they laugh and fing, # 
And antic feats deviſe ; 

Some wind and tumble like an ape, 

And other-ſome tranſmute their ſhape 
In Edwin's wond'ring eyes, 
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Till one at laſt that Robin hight, 
Renown'd for pinching maids by night, 
| Has hent him up aloof; 
And full againſt the beam he flung, 
Where by the back the youth he hung 
To ſpraul unneath the roof. 


From thence, ** Reverſe my charm, he cries, | 
« And let it fairly now ſuffice MT 
© The gambol has been ſhown.” 
But Oberon anſwers with a ſmile, 
Content thee Edwin for a while, 
The vantage is thine own. 


| Here ended all the phantom-play ; 
They ſmelt the freſh approach of day, 
And heard a cock to crow; 
The whirling wind that bore the crowd 
Has clap'd the door, and whiſtled loud, 
To warn them all to go. 


Then ſcreaming all at once they fly, 

And all at onge the tapers dye; 
Poor Edwin falls to floor; 

Forlorn his ſtate, and dark the place, 

Was never wight in ſuch a caſe _ 
Thro' all the land before. 


, But 
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But ſoon as dan Apollo roſe, 
Full jolly creature home he goes, 
He feels his back the leſs ; 
His honeſt tongue and ſteady mind 
Had rid him of the lamp behind. | 
Which made him want ſucceſs, 0 7 f 1 


With luſty livelyhed he talks, 
He ſeems a dauncing as he walks, 
His tory ſoon took wind "h 
And beauteous Edith ſees the youth, : 2 | 
Eüdow'd with courage, ſenſe, and truth, 8 
Without a bunch behind. | 


The ſtory told, Sir Topas mov'd, 
The youth of Edith erfl approv'd, 
To ſee the revel ſcene : 
At cloſe of eve he leaves his home, 
And wends to find the ruin'd dome 
All on the gloomy plain. 


As there he bides, it ſo'befell, 
The wind came ruſtling down a dell, 
A ſhaking ſeiz'd the wall: | 
Up ſprung the tapers as before, 
The fairies bragly foot the floor, 
And muſic fills the hall. 
But 
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But certes ſorely ſunk with woe | 
Sir Topaz ſees the Elphin ſhow, 
His ſpirits in him dy: 


” 


When Oberon crys, © a man is near, 


% A mortal paſſion, cleeped fear, 
« Hangs flagging in the ſky,” 


With that Sir Topaz, hapleſs youth ! 


In accents falt' ring, ay for ruth, 
Intreats them pity graunt ; 


For als he been a miſter wight 


Betray'd by wand'ring in the night ; 
To tread the circled haunt; 


n Ah Loſell vile, at once they roar ; 


« And little ſkill'd of fairie lore, 
«© Thy cauſe to come, we know: 


% Now has thy keſtrell courage fell; 


« And fairies, ſince a lye you tell; 
« Are free to work thee woe.” 


Then Will, who bears the wiſpy fire 
To trail the ſwains among the mire, 
The captive upward flung ; 

There like a tortoiſe in a ſhop 
He dangled from the chamber-top, 
Where whilome Edwin hung. 


The 


ce 
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The revel now proceeds apace, 
Deftly they friſk it o'er the place, 
They fit, they drink, and eat; 
The time with frolic mirth beguile, 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 
Till all the rout retreat, 


By this the ſtars began to wink, 

They ſhriek, they fly, the tapers fink, - 
And down ydrops the knight. 

For never ſpell by fairie laid 

With ſtrong enchantment bound a glade, 
Beyond the length of night. 


Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 

Till up the welkin roſe the day, 
Then deem'd the dole was oer: 

But wot ye well his harder lot ? 

His ſeely back the bunch had got 
Which Edwin loſt afore. 


This tale a Sybil-nurſe ared ; 

She ſoftly ſtroak d my youngling head, 
And when the tale was done, 

Thus ſome are born, my ſon, ſhe cries, 

With baſe impediments to riſe, | 
And ſome are born with none. 


I But 
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„ But virtue can itſelf advance 3 
% To what the fav'rite fools of chance 
« By fortune ſeem'd deſign'd : 
«© Virtue can gain the odds of fate, | 
&« And from itſelf ſhake off the weight 
„Upon th' unworthy mind.“ 


| 


A NIGHTPIECE ON DEATH. 


By the fo. 5 


B. the blue eaper' s LOFT light, 
No more I waſte the wakeful night, | 
Intent with endleſs view to pore 

The ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er: 
Their books from wiſdom widely firay, 
Or point at beſt the longeſt way. 
I'll ſeek a readier path, and go 
Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 
How deep yon azure dies the ſky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lye, 
While thro? their ranks in filver pride 
The nether creſcent ſeems to glide. 


The ſlumb' ring breeze forgets to breathe, 


The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 


f 


Where once again the ſpangled ſhow  _ N 


Deſcends to meet our eyes below. 

The grounds which on the right aſpire, 
In dimneſs from the view retire : 
The left preſents a place of graves, 
Whoſe wall the filent water laves. 


That ſteeple guides thy doubtful fight | 


Among the livid gleams of night. 
There paſs with melancholy ſtate, 
By all the ſolemn heaps of fate, 

And think, as ſoftly- ſad you tread 


Above the venerable dead, 


Time was, like thee they life poſſeſt, 
And time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt reſt. 
Thoſe graves, with bending ofier bound, 
That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe, 
Where toil and poverty repoſe. 
The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 


The chiſſel's ſlender help to fame, 


(Which ere our ſet of friends decay , 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away 3) 
A middle race of mortals own, 
Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 
The marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lie, | | 
K =... WR 
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| Whole pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 


Theſe, all the poor remains of ſtate, 
| Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great ; 


Who while on earth in fame they live, F 
Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 

Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
E- The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 
| All flow, and wan, and wrapt with ſhrouds, 
They riſe in viſionary crouds, | 
| And all with ſober accent cry, 

Think, mortal, what it is to die. 

| Now from yon black and fun'ral yew, 

; 


T hat bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
Methinks, I hear a voice begin; | 
F it (Ve ravens, ceaſe your croaking din, 0 
4 | Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound 

| |  Ofer the long lake and midnight ground) 
| { It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 
Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 
' When men my ſeythe and darts ſupply, 
E if. How great a king of fears am I! 
They view me like the laſt of things ; 
[ They make, and then they dread my ſtings, 
Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, : 

No more my ſpectre-form appears. | | 

| 4 LEE . Death's 
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Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 


If man would ever paſs to God : 

A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 

From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 
Why then thy flowing ſable ſtoles, 

Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 

Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 

Long palls, drawn herſes, cover'd ſteeds, 

And plumes of black, that as they tread, 

Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead? 
Nor can the parted body know, 

Nor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of woe: 

As men who long in priſon dwell, 

With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 

When-e'er their ſuff ring years are run, 

Spring forth to greet che glitt'ring ſun: 

Such joy, tho' far tranſcending ſenſe, 

Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 

On earth, and in the body plac'd, 


| A few, and evil, years they waſte : 


But when their chains are caſt afide, 
See the glad ſcene unfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 
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The Parting of Hxcrox and ANDROMACHE. 


From Homer's Iliad, Book VI. 
Tranſlated by Mr. Por B. 


E ſaid, and paſt with ſad preſaging heart 

To ſeek his ſpouſe, his ſoul's far dearer part; 
At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain: 

She, with one maid of all her menial train, 

| Had thence retir'd ; and with her ſecond joy, 

The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy, 

Penſive ſhe flood on Ilion's tow'ry height, 

Beheld the war, and ficken'd at the 6ght; | 
19 „ There 
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There her ſad eyes in vain her Lord explore, 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore. 
But he who found not whom his ſoul deſir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir d, 
Stood in the gates, and aſk'd what way ſhe bent 
Her parting ſtep ? If to the fane ſhe went, 
Where late the mourning matrons made reſort ; 
Or ſought her ſiſters in the Trojan court ? 

Not to the court, (reply d th* attendant train) 
Nor mix'd with matrons to Minerva's fane : 

— Tollion's ſteepy tow'r ſhe bent her way, 

To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 

Troy fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword ; 
She heard, and trembled for her abſent Lord; 
Diſtracted with ſurpriſe, ſhe ſeem'd to fly, 

Fear on her cheek, and ſorrow in her eye. 
The nurſe attended: with her infant boy; 

The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 

Hector, this heard, return'd without delay; 
Swift thro' the town he trod his former way, 
Thro' fireets of palaces, and walks of ftate ; 
And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. 

With hafte to meet him ſprung the joyful fair, 
His blameleſs wife, Aétion's wealthy heir: 

(Cilician Thebe great Attion ſway'd, | 

And Hippoplacus' wide extended ſhade) 


* 
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The nurſe ſtood near, in whoſe embraces preſt; - | 
His only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, 
Whom each ſoft charm and early grace adorn, 

Fair as the new-born ſtar. that gilds the morn. 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honour'd ſtream ; 
Aſtyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warriour ſmil'd, and pleas'd refign'd 
To tender paſſions all his mighty mind: tg 
His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful look, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke 
Her boſom labour'd with a boding figh, 
And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eye. 

Too daring prince! ah whither doſt thou run? 
Ah too forgetful of thy wife and ſon! 
And think'ſt thou not how wretched we ſhall be, 
A widow I, an helpleſs orphan he! | 

For ſure ſuch courage length of life denies, 

And thou muſt fall, thy virtoe's ſacrifice. 
Greece in her ſingle heroes trove in vain ; 
Now hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou muſt be ſlain ! 
Oh grant me, Gods ! ere Hector meets his doom, 
All I can aſk of heav'n, an early tomb ! 

So ſhall my days in one ſad tenour fun, 
And end with ſorrows as they firſt begun. 
Mal K 4 No © 
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No parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 


The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire, 2 
Laid Thebe waſte, and flew my warlike fire ! 


His fate compaſſion in the victor bred ; 


Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead, 
His radiant arms preſerv'd from hoſtile ſpoil, 
And laid him decent on the fun'ral pile ; 
Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were burn'd : 
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's ſilvan daughters bade their elms beſtow 
A barren ſuade, and in his honour grow. 
By the ſame arm my ſev'n brave brothers fell ; 
In one ſad day beheld the gates of hell : 
While the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed ; - 
- Amid their fields the hapleſs heroes bled ! 
My mother liv'd to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen of Hippoplacia's ſilvan lands: 
Redeem'd too late, ſhe ſcarce beheld again 
Her pleaſing empire and her native plain, 
When ah! oppreſt by life-conſuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow. FO 
Vet while my Hector ſtill ſurvives ; I ſee 
My father, mother, brethrgn, all, in thee; 
Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will periſh, if my Hector fall. 
We | FOB Thy 
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Thy wife, thy infant, in- thy danger ſhare : 
Oh prove a huſband's and a father's care! 
That quarter moſt the ſkilful Greeks annoy, _ 
Where yon' wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy: 
Thou, from this tow'r defend th' important poſt ; 
There Agamemnon points his dreadful hoſt, 
That paſs Tydides, Ajax, ftrive to gain, 
And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the berce attack have giv'n, - 
Or led by hopes, or dictated from heav'n, 
Let others in the field their arms employ, 
But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Troy. 

The chief reply'd : That poſt ſhall be my care, 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the ſons of Troy, i in arms dd 
And Troy's proud dames, whoſe garments "__ the 

ground, 

Attaint the luſtre of my forwer name, 
Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame? 
My early youth was bred to martial pains, : 
My ſoul impels me to th' embattl'd plains : 
Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, 
And guard my father's glories and my own. 

Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates; 
(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 


The 
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The day when thou, imperial Troy f muſt bend, 
And ſee thy warriours fall, thy glories end. 

And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my mind, 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind, 

Not Priam's hoary hairs defil'd with gore, 

Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſhore ; 

As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dread ; 

1 ſee thee trembling, weeping, captive led! 

In Argive looms our battles to deſign, 

And woes, of which ſo large a part was thine | 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 
There while you groan beneath the load of life, 
They ery, Behold the mighty HeQor's wife ! 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to ſee, 
Einbitters all thy woes, by Gaming me. 

The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame, 
A thouſand griefs, ſhall waken at the name! 
May I lie eold before that dreadful day, 
Preſs'd with a load of monumental clay! 


. Thy Hector wrapt in everlaſting ſleep, 


Shall neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep. 
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The Death of Divo, from Virgits Eneid, B. TV. 


Tranſlated by Mr. * 56 dc : 


is UE dead of night, when ! bodies loſe i 
Their eyes in balmy ſleep, and ſoft repoſe: : 
The winds no longer whiſper thro? the woods, 
Nor murmuring tides diſturb the gentle floods. 
The ſtars in ſilent order 'mov'd around, 
And peace, 8 downy n was brooding on the 
ground. 
The flocks and kerds, | Ind-particolour'd fowl, 
Which haunt the woods, or ſwim 1 the weedy- poal; | 
Stretch'd on the quiet earth ſecurely lay, 
Forgetting the paſt labours of the day. 
All elſe of nature's common gift partake; 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake. 
Nor ſleep or eaſe the furious queen can 41 he 
Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her mind ; 
Deſpair, and rage, and love, divide her heart : 
Deſpair and rage had ſome, bat love the greater part. 
Then thus ſhe ſaid within her ſecret mind : 
What ſhall I do, what ſuccour can I find ! 
Become a ſuppliant to Hiarba's pride, 74 
And take my turn, to court and be deny'd! 


Shall 
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Shall I with this ungrateful Trojan go, 
Forſake an empire, and attend a foe? 
Himſelf I refug'd, and his train reliev'd ; 
"Tis true; but am I ſure to be receiv'd ? 
Can gratitude in Trojan ſouls have place! 
Laomedon till lives in all his race! 
Then, ſhall I ſeek alone the churliſh ew. 
And with my fleet their flying fails purſue? | 
What force have I but thoſe, whom ſcarce before 
I drew reluctant from their native ſhore ? 
Will they again embark at my defire, 
Once more ſuſtain the ſeas, and quit their ſecond Tyre? 
Rather with ſteel thy guilty breaſt invade, 
And take the fortune thou thyſelf haſt made. 
Your pity, filter, firſt ſeduc d my mind; 1 
Or ſeconded too well, what I deſign'd. : 
Theſe dear-bought pleaſures had 1 never know! „ 
Had I continu'd free, and ſtill my own; 
Avoiding love, I had not found deſ pair; 
But ſhar'd with ſavage beaſts the common air. 155 
Like them a lonely life I might have led, 
Not mourn'd the living, nor diſturb'd the dead. 
Theſe thoughts ſhe brooded in her anxious breaſt ; Z 
On board, the Trojan found more eaſy reſt. ? 
Reſoly'd to ſail, in ſleep he paſs'd the night; 
And order'd all things for his early flight. 

| To 


To whom once more the winged God appears : | 


His former youthful mien and ſhape he wears, 
And with this new alarm invades his ears. 
Sleepꝰſt thou, O Goddeſs-born ! and canſt thou drown 
Thy needful cares, ſo near a hoſtile town? 
Beſet with foes : nor hear'ſt the weſtern gales hops 
Invite thy paſſage, and inſpire thy ſails ? 
She harbours in her heart a furious hate; 
And thou ſhalt find the dire effects too late; 
Fix'd on revenge, and obſtinate to die : 
Haſte ſwiftly hence, while thou haſt pow'r to fly. 
The ſea with ſhips will ſoon be cover'd o'er, 
Aud blazing firebrands kindle all the ſhore. 
Preyent her rage, while night obſcures the ſkies ; 
And ail before the purple morn ariſe. 
Who knows what hazards thy delay may bring? 
Woman's a various and a changeful thing. 
Thus Hermes in the dream; then took his flight, 
Aloft in air unſeen ; and mix'd with night. 
Twice warn'd by the celeſtial meſſenger, 
The pious prince aroſe with haſty fear: 
Then rowz'd his drowſy train without delay, 
Haſte to your barks ; your crooked anchors weigh ? ö 
And ſpread your flying ſails, and ſtand to ſea. : 
A God commands; he ſtood before my fight; 
And urg d us once again to ſpeedy flight, 

. O ſacred 
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O ſacred pow'r, what pow'r ſoe'er thou art, 

To thy bleſs'd orders 1 reſign my heart: 

Lead thou the way; protect thy Trojan bands; 

And proſper the deſign thy will commands. 

He ſaid, and drawing forth his flaming ſword, 

His thund'ring arm divides the many twiſted ons 
An emulating zeal inſpires his train; 

They run, they ſnatch ; they ruſh into the main. 

With headlong haſte they leave the deſert ſhores, 
And bruſh the liquid ſeas with lab'ring oars. 

Aurora now had left her ſaffron bed, 

And beams of early light the heav'ns o'erſpread, 
When from a tow'r the queen, with wakeful eyes, 

Saw day point upward from the roſy ſkies : 

She look'd. to ſeaward, but the ſea was void, 

And ſcarce in ken the ſailing ſhips deſcry'd: 

Stung with deſpight, and furious with deſpair, 

| She ſtruck her trembling breaſt, and tore her hair. 

And ſhall th' ungrateful traitor go, ſhe ſaid ; 

My land forſaken, and my.love betray'd ? 

Shall we not arm, not ruſh from ev'ry ſtreet, 

To follow, ſink, and burn his perjur'd fleet? 

Haſte, haul my gallies out, purſue the foe: 

Bring flaming brands, ſet ail, and ſwiftly row. 

What have I ſaid? Where am I? Fury turns 


My brain; and my banana bofom burns, | 
Then, 
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Then, when I gave my perſon and my throne, 
This hate, this rage, had been more timely ſhown... 
See now the promis'd faith, the vaunted name, 
The pious man, who ruſking through the flame, 
Preſerv*d his Gods, and to the Phrygian ſhore, 

The burthen of his feeble father hore! — 
I ſhould have torn him piece-meal ; ſtrow'd in floods 

His ſcatter'd limbs, or left expos'd in woods: 
Deſtroy'd his friends and fon : and from the fire 
Have ſet the reeking boy before the fire. 

Events are doubtful, which on battle wait; 
Vet where's the doubt, to ſouls ſecure of fate! 
My Tyrians, at their injur'd queen's command, 
Had toſs d their fires amid the Trojan band: 
At once extinguiſh'd all the faithleſs name; 
And I myſelf, in vengeance of my ſhame, j 
Had fall'n upon the pile to mend the fun'ral flame. 4 
Thou ſun, who view'ſ at once the world below x 
Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial vow ; 

Thou Hecat, hearken from thy dark abodes; 
Ye furies, fiends, and violated Gods; 
All pow'rs invok'd with Dido's dying breath, 
Attend her curſes, and avenge her death. 
If ſo the fates ordain, and Jove commands, 
Th' ungrateful wretch ſhould find the Latian lands, 

| Yet 
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Yet let a race untam'd, and haughty foes, 
His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppoſe; 
Oppreſs'd with numbers in th' unequal field, 
His men diſcourag'd, and himſelf expell'd, 
Let him for ſuccour ſue from place to place, 
Torn from his ſubjects, and his ſon's embrace: 
Firſt let him ſee his friends in battle ſlain; 

And their untimely fate lament in vain : 

And when, at length, the cruel war ſhall ceaſe ; 
Qn hard conditions may he buy his peace. | 
Nor let him then enjoy ſupreme command 
But fall untimely, by ſome hoſtile hand: 

And lie unbury'd on the barren ſand. 

Theſe are my pray'rs, and this my dying will: 
And you, my Tyrians, ev'ry curſe fulfil. 

; Perpetual hate, and mortal wars proclaim, - 
| Againſt the. prince, the people, and the name. 
Theſe grateful off "rings on my grave beſtow z 
Nor league, nor love, the hoſtile nations know : 
Now, and from hence in ev'ry future age, 


When rage excites your arms, and ſtrength ſupplies 


the rage: | 
Riſe ſome avenge of our Lybian blood, 
With fire and ſword purſue the perjur'd brood : 
Our arms, our ſeas, our ſhores, oppos'd to theirs, 
And the ſame hate deſcend on all our heirs, | 
4 | 


# 


With livid fpots diſtinguiſn d was her face, 


(Not ſor ſo dire an enterprize deſign d.) 
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This ſaid, within her anxious mind ſhe weighs _ 
The means of cutting ſhort her odious days. ; 


Then to Sichzus* nurſe ſhe briefly faid, 


(For when ſhe left her country, hers was dead) 
Go Barce, call my ſiſter; let her care 
The folemn rites of ſaerifice prepare: 
The ſheep, and all th' atoneing off ' rings bring; 
Sprinkling her body from the cryſtal ſpring 
With living drops: then let her come, and thou 
With ſacred fillets bind thy hoary brow, | 
Thus will I pay my vows to Stygian Ive; 
And end the-cares of my diſaſtrous love. | 
Then caſt the Trojan image on the fire ; 
And as that burns, my paſſion ſhall expire. 

The nurſe moves onward, with officious | carey 
And all the ſpeed her aged limbs can bear. 
But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involy'd, 13 
Shook at the mighty miſchief ſhe reſoly'd. — _ 


Red were her rowling eyes, and diſcompos'd her pace: 
Ghaſlly ſhe gaz'd, with pain ſhe drew her breath, 
And nature ſhiver d. at approaching death. 

Then ſwiftly to the fatal place ſhe paſs'd ; 
And mounts the fun'ral pile, with furious haſte. 
Unſheaths the ſword the Trojan left behind, 


* 
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But when the view'd the garments looſely ſpread, - 
Which onee he wore, and ſaw the conſcious bed, 
She paus'd, and, with a ſigh, the robes embrac'd ; 

Then on the couch her trembling body caft, 

Repreſs d the ready tears, and ſpoke her laſt. 

Dear pledges of my love, while heav'n ſo pleas'd, 

Receive a ſoul, of mortal anguiſh eas'd: 

My fatal courſe is finjſh'd ; and I go 

A glorious name, among the ghoſts below. 

A lofty city by my hands is rais'd ; | 

Pygmalion puniſh'd, and my lord appeas'd. 


| What cou'd my fortune have afforded more, 
Had the falſe Trojan never touch'd my ſhore ! f 
Then kiſs d the couch; and muſt I die, ſhe ſaid; : 
And anreveng'd ? tis doubly to be dead | 1 
Vet ev'n this death with pleaſure I receive; 4 


On any terms, tis better than to live. 
Theſe flames, from far, may the falſe Trojan view; 
Theſe boding-omens his baſe flight purſue. | 
She ſaid, and ſtruck : deep enter'd in her fide 
The piercing ſteel, with reeking purple dy'd: 
Clog'd in the wound the cruel weapon ſtands; 
The ſpouting blood came ſtreaming on her hands. 
Her fad attendants ſaw the deadly ſtroke, 

And with loud cries the founding palace ſhook. 
Diſtracted from the fatal ſight they fled ; 
And thro' the town the diſmal romour ſpread. 


1 


Firſt 


Redoubled thence from houſe to houſe it ran: 


The groans of men, with fhricks, laments, and cries | 


Of mixing women, mount the yaulted ſkies. 

Not leſs the clamour, than if ancient Tyre, 

Or the new Carthage, ſet by foes on fire, 

The rowling ruin, with their lov'd abodes, 

Involv'd the blazing temples of their Gods. 

Her ſiſler hears, - and furious with deſpair, 

She beats her breaſt, and, rends her yellow bair : 

And calling on Eliza's name aloud, 

Runs breathleſs to the place, and breaks the crowd. 

Was all that pomp of woe for this prepar'd, 

Theſe fires, this fun'ral pile, theſe altars rear'd ; 

Was all this train of plots contriv'd, ſaid ſhe, 

All only to deceive unhappy me? 

Which is the worſt ? didſt thou in death pretend 

To ſcorn thy fiſter, or delude thy friend ! 

Thy ſummon'd fiſter, and thy friend had come: 

One ſword had ſerv'd us both, one common tomb. 

Was I to raiſe the pile, the pow'rs invoke, 

Not to be preſent at the fatal ſtroke? 

At once thou haſt deſtroyed thyſelf and me; 

Thy town, thy ſenate, and thy colony! 

Bring water, bathe the wound ; while I in-death 

Lay cloſe my lips to hers, and catch the flying breath. 
* 2 Tbi⸗ 
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This ſaid, ſhe mounts the pile with eager haſte; 
And in her arms the gaſping queen embrac'd : 
Her temples chaf'd ; and her own garments tore 
To ſtanch the ſtreaming blood, and cleanſe the gore. 
Thrice Dido try'd to raiſe her drooping head, 
And fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the bed. 
Thrice op'd her heavy eyes, and ſaw the light, 
But having found it, ſicken'd at the fight "MEW 
And clos'd her lids at laſt, in endleſs night. 
Then Juno, grieving that ſhe ſhould ſuſtain 
A death ſo lingring, and ſo fall of pain; 
Sent Iris down, to free her from the ſtrife 
Of lab'ring nature, and diſſolve her life; 
For ſinee ſhe dy'd, not doom'd by heav'n's decree, 
Or her own crime; but human caſualty, 
And rage of love, that plung'd her in deſpair, 
Tho ſiſters had not cut the topmoſt hair, 
Which Proſerpine, and they can only know; 
Nor made her ſacred to the ſhades below. 
Downward the various goddeſs. took her flight; 
And drew à thouſand colours from the light: 
Then flood above the dying lover's head, 
And ſaid, I thus devote thee to the dead. 
This off *ring to th' infernal Gods I bear: ! 
air. 


Thus while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe cut the fatal hair; 
5 | The ſtrugling ſoul was loos'd, and life diſſolv'd in 
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Taz STory OF NARCISSUS, 
| from OVID, 


Tranſlated by Mr. yu D15 ON. 


HUS did the nymph in vain careſs the boy, 
He ſtill was lovely, but he till was coyz ; 
When one fair virgin of the lighted train 
Thus pray'd the Gods, provok'd by his diſdain, 
« Oh may he love like me, and loye like me in 
vain 
Rhamnuſia pity'd the negicQed fair, 
And with juſt vengeance anſwer'd to her pray'r, 
There ſtands a fountain in a darkſom wood, 
Nor ftain'd with falling leaves nor riſing mud; 
Untroubled by the breath of wands it reſts, 
Unſully'd by the touch of men or beaſts; 
High bow'rs of ſhady trees above it grow, 


And riling graſs and; chearful greens below. 


Pleas'd with the form and coolneſs of the place, 
And over-heated by the morning chace, 

Narciſſus on the graſſy verdure lis 
But whilſt within the cryſtal fount he tries 1 j 
To quench his heat, he feels new heats ariſe. - 
For as his own bright image he ſurvey'd, 

He fell in love with the fantaſtic ſhade; © 


L3 And 
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And o'er the fair reſemblance hung unmoy'd, 
Nor knew, fond youth! it was himſelf he lov'd. 
The well turn'd neck and ſhoulders he deſcries, 
The ſpacious forehead, and the ſparkling eyes ; 
The hands that Bacchus might not ſcorn to ſhow, 
And hair that round Apollo's head might flow; 
With all the purple youthfulneſs of face, 
That gently bluſhes in the wat'ry glaſs. | 
By his own flames conſum'd the lover lies, 
And gives himſelf the wound by which he dies, 
To the cold water oft he joins his lips, We 
Oft catching at the beauteous ſhade he dips 
His arms, as often from _ he ſlips, 
Nor knows he who it is his arms purſue 
With eager claſps, but loves he knows not who.- . 
What could, fond youth, this helpleſs paſſion move? 
What kindled in thee this unpity'd love ? | 
Thy own warm bluſh within the water glows, 
With thee the colour'd ſhadow comes and goes, 
Its empty being on thyſelf relies; | 
Step thou aſide, and the frail charmer dies. 
Still o'er the fountain's wat'ry gleam he food, | 
| Mindleſs of ſleep, and negligent of food; # 
Still view'd his fate, and languiſſi'd as he view'd. 
At length he rais'd his head, and thus began 
To yent his griefs, n tell the woods bis pain. 
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« You trees, ſays he, and thou ſurrounding grove, 


„Who oft have been the kindly ſcenes of love, 


Tell me, if e'er within your ſhades did lie 
« A youth ſo tortur'd, ſo perplex'd as 12 
« I, who before me ſee the charming _— 


« Whilſt there he ſtands, and yet he ſtands not . 


* Ia ſuch a maze of love my thoughts are loſt: 
« And yet no bulwark'd town, nor diſtant coaſt, 
*c Preſerves the beauteous youth from being ſeen, 
No mountains 1iſe, nor oceans flow between. 
« A ſhallow water hinders my embrace; 

« And yet the lovely mimic wears a face 
% That kindly ſmiles, and when I bend to join 
« My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 

«, Hear, gentle youth, and pity my complaint, 
„Come from thy well, thou fair. inhabitant. 
„My charms an eaſy conqueſt have obtained 
« O'er other hearts, by thee alone diſdain'd. 

« But why ſhould I deſpair ? I'm ſure he burns 
„ With equal flames, and languiſhes by turns, 
« Whene'er J ſtoop, he offers at a kiſs, 

„% And when my arms I ſtretch, he ſtretches. his. 
„His eyes with pleaſure on my face he keeps, 
*« He ſmiles my ſmiles, and when I weep he weeps. 
„ Whene'er I ſpeak, his moving lips appear = 
Fo utter fomething which I cannot hear, 
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« Ah winked me! I now begin too late 
oe T o find out all the long-perplex'd deceit ; 
vs It is myſelf Hove, myſelf I ſee ; 

The gay deluſion is a part of me. 


I kindle up the fires by which I burn, 
„% And my own beauties from the well return. 


** Whom ſhould I court? how utter my complaint? + 
« Enjoyment but produces my reſtraint, i 
% And too much plenty makes me die for want. 

„ How gladly would 1 from myſelf remove Ef 


% And at a diſtance ſet the thing I love. 


„ My breaſt is warm'd with ſach unuſual fire, 
5 I wiſh him abſent whom I moſt defire. 
« And now I faint with grief; my fate draws nigh ; 


In all the pride of blooming youth I die : 9 


« Death will the ſorrows of my heart relieve. 

Oh might the viſionary youth ſurvive, 

„ I ſhould with joy my lateſt breath reſign! 

«« But oh! I ſee his fate involved nige. 1 
This ſaid, the weeping youth again return'd 

To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd ; 

His tears defac'd the ſurface of the well, 

With circle after circle, as they fell : 

And naw the lovely face but half appears, 

O gr rng wah wrinkles, and deform'd with tears. 
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YOUNG LADIES. ug; 
Ah whither, cries Narciſſus, doſt thou fly?" +) 
«© Let me ſtill feed the flame by which I die; 

Let me ſtill ſee, tho I'm no further bleſt. 

Then rends his garment off, and beats his breaſt 
His naked boſom redden'd with the blow, 

In ſuch a bluſh as purple cluſters ſhow, 

Ere yet the ſun's autumnal heats refine 

Their ſpiightly juice, and mellow it to wine. 

The glowing beauties of his breaſt he ſpies, 

And with a new redoubled paſſion dies. 

As wax diſſolves, as ice begins to run, 

And trickle into drops before the ſun, 

So melts the youth, and languiſhes away : ** 
His beauty withers, and his limbs decay, 

And none of thoſe attractive charms remain, 

To which the lighted echo ſu'd in vain. 

She ſaw him in his preſent miſery, - 
Whom, ſpite of all her wrongs, ſhe griev'd to fee. 
She anſwer'd ſadly to the lover's moan, 

Sigh'd back his ſighs, and groan'd to ev'ry groan: 

% Ah youth! beloy'd in vain,” Narciſſus cries ; | | 

« Ah youth ! belov'd in vain,” the nymph replies. 

« Farewel,” ſays he; the parting ſound ſcarce fell 

From his faint lips, but ſhe reply'd, © Farewel.”. 

Then on th' unwholſom earth he gaſping lies, 

Till death ſhuts up thoſe ſelf-admiring eyes, 
Re „„ 
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To the eold ſhades his flitting ghoſt retires, 
And in the Stygian waves itſelf admires. 

For him the Naiads and the Dryads mourn, 
Whom the ſad echo anſwers in her turn; 
And now the fifter nymphs prepare his urn: 

When, looking for his corps, they only found 
A riſing ſtalk, with yellow bloſſoms crown'd. 
bbw 136647 4 f 
The Story of CEYX and ALCY ONE, 
from O VI. 


Tranſlated by Mr. DR Y DEA. | 
I""HESE prodigies affect the pious prince; 


But more perplex'd with thoſe that happen d 
ſinee, | 4 
He purpoſes to ſeek the Clarian God, | 
Avoiding Delphi, his more fam'd abode, 
Since Phrygian robbers made unſafe the road. 


Yet could be not from her he lov'd ſo well, 
The fatal voyage, he reſolv'd, conceal; 
But when ſhe ſaw her Lord prepar'd to part, 
A deadly cold ran ſhiv'ring to her heart; 
Her faded cheeks are chang'd to boxen bue, 
| And in her eyes the tears are ever new. 
| | She thrice efſay'd to ſpeak ; her accents hung, 
And falt'ring dy'd unf niſh'd on her tongue, 
MM 1 . 0 
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Or vaniſh'd into fighs : with long delay 

Her voice return'd and found the wonted way. 
Tell me, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, what fault unknown 

Thy once beloy'd Aleyonè has done? | 

Whither, ah, whither, is thy kindneſs gone ! 

Can Ceyx then ſuſtain to leave his wife, 

And unconcern'd forſake the ſweets of life ? 

What can thy mind to this long journey move? 

Or need'ſt thou abſence to renew thy love? | 

Yet if thou go'ſt by land, tho' grief poſleſs 

My ſoul ev'n then, my fears will be the leſs. 

But ah ! be warn'd to ſhun the watry way, 

The face is frightfal of the ſtormy ſea: 

For late I ſaw a- drift disjointed planks, 

And empty tombs erected on the banks. 

Nor let falſe hopes to truſt betray thy mind, 

Becauſe my fire in caves conſtrains the wind, 

Can with a breath their clam'rous- rage appeaſe, 

They fear his whiſtle, and forſake the ſeas: 

Not ſo; for once indulg'd, they ſweep the main: 

Deaf to the call, or hearing, hear in vain ; 

But bent on miſchief bear the waves before, 

And not content with ſeas, inſult the ſhore, - | 

When ocean, air, and earth at once engage, 

And rooted. foreſts fly before their rage: 

| At 
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At once the claſhing clouds to battle move, 

And lightnings run acroſs the fields above : 

I know them well! and mark'd their rude comport, 
While yet a child within my father's court: R 
In times of tempeſts they command alone, | 
And he but ſits precarious on the throne : 

The more I know, the more my fears auoment ; 
And fears are oft prophetic of th' event, 

But if not fears, or reaſons will prevail, 

If fate has fix'd thee obſtinate to ſail, 

Go not-without thy wife, but let me bear ! 


My part of danger with an equal ſhare 
And preſent, what I ſuffer only fear: 


Then o'er the bounding billows ſhall we fly, 
Secure to live together, or to die.“ SF 
Theſe reaſons mov'd her ſtarlike huſband's heart, 
But ſtill he held his purpoſe to depart; 
For as he lov'd her equal to his life, 
He would not to the ſeas expoſe his wife TY 
Nor could be wrought his voyage to refrain, 
But ſoogbt by arguments to ſooth her pain: 
Nor theſe avail'd; at length he lights on one, 
With which ſo difficult a cauſe he won : 
My love, ſo ſhort an abſence ceaſe to fear, 
For by my father's holy flame I ſwear, 
| Beſorg 
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Before two moons their orb with light adorn, 

If heav'n allow me life, I will return, ' 

This, promiſe of ſo ſhort a ſtay prevails; 

Hie ſoon equips the ſhip, ſapphees the ſails, 

And gives the word to Janch ; ſhe trembling views 
This pomp of death, and parting tears renews : 

Laſt with a kiſs ſhe took a long farewel, 

digh'd with a ſad preſage, and ſwooning fell: 
While Ceyx ſeeks delays, the luſty crew, 1 8 
Rais'd on their banks, their oars in order drew 
To their broad breaſts, the ſhip with fury flew. 

The queen recover'd, rears her humid eyes, 
And firſt her huſband on the poop eſpies, 
Shaking his hand at diſtance on the main; 

She took the ſign, and ſhook her hand again. 
Still as the ground recedes, contracts her view 
With ſharpen'd ſight, till ſhe no longer knew 
The much lov'd face; that comfort loſt ſupplies 
With leſs, and with the galley feeds her eyes: 
The galley borne from view by riſing gales, 

She follow'd with her fight the flying fails: _ 
When ev'n the flying ſails were ſeen no more, 
Forſaken of all fight ſhe left the ſhore. 

Then on her bridal bed her body throws, 

And ſought in fleep her wearied eyes to cloſc: - 


Her 
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Her huſband's pillow, and the widow'd part 
Which once he preſs'd, renew d. the former ſmart. 

And now a breeze from ſhore began to blow, 
The ſailors ſhip their oars, and ceaſe to row ; 
Then hoiſt their yards a- trip, and all their ſails 
Let fall, to court the wind, andcatch the gales : 
By this the veſſel half her courſe had run; 
And as much reſted till the rifing ſon; == 

Both ſhores were loſt to ſight, when at the cloſe 

O day a ſtiffer gale at eaſt aroſe : 

The ſea grew white, the rolling waves from far, 

Like heralds, firſt denounce the watry war.” * 

| This ſeen, the mafter ſoon began to cry, 

ff. Strike, ſtrike the top-ſail ; let the main-ſkeet fly, 

| And furl your fails: the winds repel the ſound, 

1 And in the ſpeaker's mouth the ſ peech is drown d. 

| Yetof their own accord, as danger taught 

Each in his way, officiouſly they wrought : 

Some ftow their oars, or flop the leaky ſides, 

Another bolder yet the yard beſtrides, 

; And folds the fails ; a fourth with labour laves 

| Th' intruding ſeas, and waves ejects on waves. 

In this confuſion / while their work they ply, 

The winds avgment the winter of the ſy, 

And wage inteſtine wars; the ſuff ing ſeas 

Are toſs'd, and mingled, as their tyrants pleaſe. 
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The maſter would command, but in deſpair 

Of ſaſety, ſtands amaz'd with ſtupid care; 

Nor what to bid, or what forbid he knows, 

Th' ungovern d tempeſt to ſuch ſury grows: 

Vain is his force, and vainer is his Kill; 

With ſuch a concourſe comes the flood of ill; 

The cries of men are mix'd with rattling ſhrowds ; 

Seas daſh on ſeas, and clouds encounter clouds; 

At once from eaſt to weſt, from pole to pole, 

The forky lightnings flaſh, the roaritg thunders roll. 
Now waves on waves aſcending ſcale the fkigs, 

And in the fires above the water fries : | 

When yellow ſands are ſifted from below, 

The glittering billows give a. golden ſhow: 

And when the fouler bottom ſpews the black, 

The Stygian dye the tainted waters take: 

Then frothy white appear the flatted ſeas, 

And change their colour, changing their diſcaſe, 

Like various fits the Trachin veſſel finds: 

And now ſublime, ſhe rides upon the winds ; 

As from a lofty ſummit looks from high, 

And from the clouds beholds the nether ſky ; 

Now from the depth of hell they lift their fight, | 

And at a diſtance fee ſuperior light; . 

The laſhing billows make a loud report, : 

And beat her ſides, as batt'ring rams a fort: 
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Or as a lion bounding in his . 
With force augmented, bears againſt his prey. 

Sidelong to ſeize z or unappall'd with fear, 
| Springs on the toils, and ruſhes on the ſpear: 
| So ſeas impell'd by winds, with added pow'r 
Aſſault the ſides, and o'er the batches tow'r. 

The planks (their pitchy cov'rings waſh'd away} 
Now yield ;, and now a yawning breach diſplay : 
The roaring waters with a hoſtile tide 
Ruſh through the ruins of her gaping ſide. 

Meantime in ſheets of rain the ſky deſcends, 

And ocean ſwell'd with waters upwards tends; 
One riſing, falling one, the heav'ns and ſea 
Meet at their confines, in the middle way: 

The ſails are drunk with ſhow'rs, and drop with rain, 
Sweet waters mingle with the briny main. 

No ſtar appears to lend his friendly light; 

Darkneſs and tempeſt make a double nigh ; 

But flaſhing fires diſcloſe the deep by turns, 

And while the lightnings blaze, the water burns. 
Now all the waves their ſcatter d force unite; 
And as a ſoldier ſoremoſt in the fight, 
Makes way for others, and an hoſt alone 
Still preſſes on, and urging gains the town; 
So while th' invading billows come a-breaſt,. 
The hero tenth advanc'd before the reſt, 
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Sweeps all before him with impetuous ſway, 
And from the walls deſcends npon the prey; 
Part following enter, part remain without, 
With envy hear their fellows conqu'ring ſhout, 
And mount on others backs, in hopes to ſhare | 
The city, thus become the ſeat of war. 

An univerſal cry reſounds aloud, | 
The ſailors run in beaps, a belpleſs croud; 
Art fails, and courage falls, no ſuccour near; 
As many waves, as many deaths appear. 
One weeps, and yet deſpairs of late relief; 
One cannot weep, his fears congeal his grief, 
But ſtupid with dry eyes expects his fate: 


One with loud ſhrieks laments his loſt eſtate, 

uin, And calls thoſe happy whom their fun rals wait. 
This wretch with pray'rs and vows the Gods implores, 
And ev'n the ſkies he cannot ſee, adore. 
That other on his friends his thoughts beſtows, 
His careful father, and his faithful ſpouſe. 

; The covetous worldling in his anxious mind, 

Thinks only on the wealth he left behind. 

All Ceyx his Alcyonè employs, 

For her he prieves, yet in her abſence joys⸗ 

His wife he wiſhes, and would ſlill be near, 

Nat her with him, but wiſhes him with her: | 

N VF 


eeps 


162 POEMS FOR 
Now with laſt looks he ſeeks his native ſhore, 

Which fate has deſtin'd him to ſee no more ; 

He ſought, but in the dark tempeſtuous night 
He knew not whither to direct his ſight. 

So whirl the ſeas, ſuch darkneſs blinds the ſky, 

That the black night receives a deeper dye. 
The giddy ſhip ran round; the tempeſt tore 
Her, maſt, and over-board the rudder bore. 

One billow mounts, and with a ſcornful brow, | 
Proud of her conqueſt gain'd, inſults the waves below ; 
Nor lighter falls, than if ſome giant tore 

Pindvs and Athos with the freight they bore, 

And toſs'd on ſeas ; preſs'd with the pond'rous blow, 

Down ſinks the ſhip within the abyſs below: 

Down with the veſſel ſink into the main 

The many, never more to riſe again. | 

Some few on ſcatter'd planks with fruitleſs care, 

Lay hold, and ſwim ; but while they ſwim deſpair. 

Ev'n he who late a ſcepter did command, 

Now graſps a floating fragment in his hand: 

And while he ſtruggles on the ſtormy main, 

Invokes his father, and his wife, in vain. 

But yet his conſort is his greateſt care, 

Alcyonè he names amidſt his pray'r ; 

Names as a charm againſt the waves and wind : 
Moſt in his mouth, and ever in his mind. | 
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Tir'd with his toil, all hopes of ſafety paſt, | 
From pray'rs to wiſhes he deſcends at laſt; | 
That his dead body, wafted to the ſands, 
Might have its burial from her friendly hands, 
As oft as he can catch a gulp of air, 
And peep above the ſeas, he names the fair : 
And ev'n when plung'd beneath, on her he raves, 
Murm'ring Alcyone below the waves : 
F At laſt a falling billow ſtops his breath, 
'3 Breaks o'er his head, and whelms him underneath. 
Bright Lucifer unlike himſelf appears 
That night, his heav'nly form obſcur'd with tears, 
v, And ſince he was forbid to leave the ſkies, 
He muffled with a cloud his miournful eyes. 
Mean-time Alcyone (his fate unknown) 
Computes how many.nights he had been gone. 
Obſerves the waning moon with hourly view, 
's Numbers her age, and wiſhes for a new; 
Againſt the promis'd time: provides with care, 
And haſtens in the woof the robes he was to wear: 
And for herſelf employs another loom, | | 


New-dreſs'd to meet her Lord returning home, 
Flatt'ring her heart with joys, that never were tocome: - 
She fum'd the temples with an od'rous flame, 5 
And oft before the ſacred altars came, 
To pray for him, who was an empty name. 
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| All pow'rs itnplor'd, bat far above the reſt | 


To Juno ſhe her pious vows addreſs'd, 

Her much-lov'd lord from perils to protect: 
And ſafe oer ſeas his voyage to direct: 

Then pray'd, that me might fill pofleſs his heart, 
And no pretending rival ſhare a part; 
This laft petition heard of all her pray'r, 

The reſt, diſpers'd by winds, were loſt in air. 

But ſhe, the goddeſs of the nuptial bed, 
Tired with her vain devotions for the dead, 
Reſolv'd the tainted hand ſhould be repell'd, 
Which incenfe offer d, and her altar held: 
Then Iris thus befpoke; thou Faithfal maid, 

By whom thy qeeech's commands are well convey'd, 
Haſte to the houſe of fleep, and bid the God + 


123 Who roles the night by viſions with a nod, 


Prepare a dream, in figure, and in form 

© Reſembling bim who periſh'd in the ftorm a 
This form before Aleyom preſent, 

To make her certiin of the ſad event. 

Indu'd with e6bes bf various bee the fies, 
And flying dratis un arch, {a ſegment of the flies :) 
Then leaves her benflimg bow, and from the Heep 
Deſcends, to ſeureh che filent houſe of ſlerp. 
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BAU CIS AND. PHILEMON. 
Imitated from the Eighth Bock of Qv1n, 
By Dean Swien,. 
N ancient times, 'as tory tells, 
The ſaints would often leave their cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hoſpitality. ' 

It happen'd on a winter night, 
As authors of the legend write, 
Two brother hermits, ſaints by trade, 

Taking their tour-in maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter'd habits, 'went 
To a ſmall village down in Kent; e 


Where, in the ſtroller's canting ſtrain, 


They begg'd from door to door in vain, 
Try'd ev'ry tone might pity win; 
But not a ſout would let them in. 
Our wand' ring ſaints in woeful. tate, 
Treated atithis ungodly rate, 
Having through all the village paſs'd, 
To a ſmall cottage came at laſt 55 


Where dwelt a good old honeſt ye man, 


Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon, 
Who kindly did theſe ſaints invite 
HAR FO to paſs the night z 
M 3 And 
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And then the hoſpitable fire 

Bid goody Baucis mend the fire 
While he from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacon off the hook, 

And freely from the fatteſt ſide 

Cut out large ſlices to be fry'd; 


Then ſtepp'd aſide to fetch em drink, 


Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 

And ſaw it fairly twice go round; 

Yet (what is wonderful |) they found 

Twas till repleniſh'd to the top, 

As if they had not touch'd a drop. 

The good old couple were amaz'd, 

And often on each other gaz'dz 

For both were frighten'd to the heart, 
And juſt began to cry. What ar't! 

Then ſoftly turn'd afide to view 

. Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, ſoon aware on't, 

Told them their calling, and their errant ; 
Good folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but ſaints, the hermits ſaid; 

No hurt ſhall come to you or yours : 

But for that pack of churliſh boors, 

Not fit to live on chriſtian ground, | 
They and (heir. houſes ſhall be drown'd; 
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Whilſt you ſhall ſee your cottage riſe, 
And grow a church before your eyes. 
They ſcarce had ſpoke: when fair and ſoft 
The roof began to mount aloft; . 
Aloft roſe ev'ry beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb'd ſlowly after. 
The chimney widen'd, and grew higher, | | 
Became a ſteeple with a ſpire. 
The kettle to the top was hoiſt, 
And there ſtood faſten'd to a joiſt, 
But with the upſide down, to ſhow 
Its inclination for below: 
In vain ; for a ſuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom ſtops its courſes 
Doom'd ever in ſuſpenſe to dwell, 
"Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 
A wooden jack, which had almoſt 
Loſt by diſuſe the art to roaſt, 
A ſudden alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new inteſtine wheels ; 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 
The number made the motion flow'r, _ 
The flyer, though 't had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round ſo quick, you ſcarce could ſeet; 
But, ſlacken'd by ſome ſecret pow'r, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour, 
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| The jack and chininey, neat ally'd, 
Had never left each other's fide : 
The chimney to a ſteeple grown, 
The jack would not be left alone; 
But, up againſt the ſteeple rear d, 
Became a clock, and ſtill adher'd ; 
And ſtill its love to houſhold cares 
By a ſhrill voice at noon declares, 
Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roaſt- meat, which it cannot turn. 
The groaning · chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge ſnail, along the wall; 
There ſtuck aloft in public view, 
| And, with ſmall change, a pulpit grew. 
The porringers; that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring ſhow, 
'Fo a leſs noble ſubſtance chang'd, 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 
The ballads paſted on the wall, 


Of Joan of France, and Eugli Moll, 


Fair Roſamond, aud Robin Hood, 


The Little children in the wood, 


Now ſeem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in picture, fize, and letter; 
And, high in order plac d, deſcribe 

The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. 
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A bedſtead of the antique mode, 
Compact of timber many a load, 
Sach as our anceſtors did uſe, 
Was metamorphos'd 1 into pews ; 
Which til their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks diſpos d to ſleep. 
The cottage by ſach feats as theſe 
Grown to a church by juſt degrees, 
The hermits then deſir'd their hoſt 
To aſk for what he fancy'd moſt. 
Philemon, having paus'd a while, 
Return'd 'em thanks in homely ſtyle; 
Then ſaid, my houſe is grown ſo fine, 
Methinks, I flill would call it mine: 
I'm old, and. fain would live at caſe z 
Make me the parſon, if you pleaſe. 
He ſpoke ; and preſently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels ; 
He ſees, yet hard!y can believe, 
About each arm a pudding-ſleeve ; 
His waiſtcoat to a eaſſock grew, 
And both aſſum'd a ſable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juſt 
As thread bare, and as full of duſt. - 
His talk was now of tythes and dues ; 
He ſmok'd his pipe, and read the news; + 


Knew 


Diſcourſing o'er old ſtories paſt, 
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Knew how to preach old ſermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text; 
At chriſt'nings well could act his part, 
And had the ſervice all by heart; 
Wiſh'd women might have children faſt, | 
And thought whoſe ſow had farrow'd laſt ; 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, | 
And ſtood up firm for Right Divine; 
Found his head 611'd with many a ſyſtem : 
But claſſic authors, —he ne'er miſs'd 'em. 
Thus having furbiſh'd up a parſon, 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce on. 
Inſtead of home-ſpun coifs, were ſeen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen ; 
Her petticoat, transform'd a- pace, | 
Became black ſattin flounc'd with lace, 
Plain goody would no longer down; 
Twas madam, in her grogram gown, 
Philemon was in great ſurprize, | 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz d to ſee her look ſo prim; 
And ſhe admir'd as much at him. 
Thus happy in their change of life 
Were ſev'ral years this man and wife; 
When on a day which prov'd their laſt, 
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They went by chance amidſt their talk 
To the church-yard to take a. walk; 
When Baucis haſtily cry'd out, 
My dear, I ſee your forehead ſ prout ! 
Sprout ! quoth the man ;- what's this you tell us? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous : 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 
And really yours is budding too 
Nay,—now I cannot ſtir my foot; 
It feels as if *twere taking root. 

Deſcription would but tire my muſe ; 
In ſhort, they both were turn'd to yews. 

Old goodman Dobſon of the green ; 
Remembers he the trees has ſeen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon till night, 
And goes with folks to ſhew the ſight; "i 
On Sundays, after ev'ning pray'r, 
He gathers all the pariſh there ; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon grew : 
Till once a parſon of our town. 
To mend his barn cut Baucis down; 
At which 'tis hard to be beſle vd 
How much the other tree was griev'd, | 
Grew ſcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ſtunted ; 
Se the next parſon ſlubb'd and burnt it. | 
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The Story of TexIBAZUS and Ax IAN A. 
By Mr. Bikes. 


MID the van of Perſia was a youth 

Nam'd Teribazus, not for golden ſtores, 
Not for wide paſtures, travers'd o'er with herds, 
With bleating thouſands, or with bounding ſteeds, 
Nor yet for pow'r, nor ſplendid honours fam'd. 


Rich was his mind in ev'ry art divine, 

And through the paths of ſcience had he walk'd 

The votary of wiſdom. In the years, | 

When tender- down inveſts the ruddy cheek, 

He with the Magi turn'd the hallow'd page 

Of Zoxoaſtres ; then his tow'ring ſoul ; 

High on the plumes of contemplation ſoar'd, 

And from the lofty Babylonian fane 

With learn'd Chaldzans trac'd the myſtic ſphere 

There number'd o'er the vivid fires, that gleam 

Upon the duſky boſom of the night, ; 

Nor on the ſands of Ganges were unheard 
The Indian ſages from ſequeſter'd bow'rs, 

While, as attention wonder'd, they diſclos'd 

The pow'rs of nature ; whether 1 in the woods, 

The fruitfol glebe, or flow'r, or healing Plant, 

Tue limpid waters, or the ambient air, 
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Or in the purer element of Gre, | 
The fertile plains, where great Seſoſtris mh 


Myſterious Egypt, next the youth ſurvey'd 
From Elephantis, where impetuous Nile 
Precipitates his waters, to the ſea, 


Which far below receives the ſer'nfold fiream. - 
Thence o'er th' Tonic coaſt he ſtray d, nor pais d 


Miletus by, which once inraptur d heard 
The tongue of Thales; nor Priene's walls, 
Where wiſdom dwelt wich Bias; nor the ſeat 
Of Pittacus along the Lefbian ſhore. 

Here too melodious numbers charm'd his ear, 
Which flow'd from Orpheus, and Muſzus old, 
And thee, O father of immortal verſe, _ 
Mzonides, whoſe ſtrains through ev'ry age 
Time with his own eternal lip ſhall fing. 

Back to his native Suſa then he turn'd 

His wandring ſteps. His merit ſoon was dear 
To Hyperanthes generous and good. | 
And Ariana, from Darius ſprung 

With Hyperanthes, of th' imperial race, 
Which rul'd th' extent of Aſta, in diſdain 

Of all her greatneſs oft an humble ear 

To him would bend, and liſten to his voice. 
Her charms, her mind, her virtue he explot d 
Admiring. Soon was admiration changed 
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To love, nor lov'd he ſooner, -than dual * 5s. 2 
But unreveal'd and ſilent was his pain; © wil 
Nor yet in ſolitary ſhades he roam'd, 
Nor ſhun'd reſort: but o'er his ſorrows caſt 
A ſickly dawn of gladneſs, and in ſmiles 
Conceal'd his anguiſh ; while the ſecret flame 
Rag'd in his boſom, and its peace conſum'd : 
His heart till brooding o'er theſe mournful thoughts. 
Can I, O wiſdom, ſeek relief from thee, 
Who doſt approve my paſhon ? From the pow'r 
Of beauty only thou wouldſt guard my heart. 

But here thyſelf art charm'd, where ſoftneſs, grace, | 
And ev'ry virtue dignify deſire; | 
Feet thus to love diſpairing is to prove 

The ſharpeſt ſorrow, which relentleſs fate 
Can from her ſtore of woes inflit on life : 
But doſt not thou this moment warn my ſoul 
To fly the fatal charmer? Do I pauſe? 
Back to the wiſe Chaldzans will I go, 
Or wander on the Ganges; where to heav'n 
With thee my elevated ſoul ſhall tow'r, 
With thee the ſecrets of the earth unveil. 
There no tumultupus paſſion ſhall molcſ 
My tranquil hours, and ev'ry thought be calm. 
O wretched Teribazus ! al conſpires 
Againſt thy: peace. Our mighty lord prepares 


To 


* 


YOUNG LADIES. % 
To overwhelm the Grecians. Ev'ry youth hal 
Attends the war, and J, who late have pois'd | 
With no inglorious arm the ſoldier's lance, 
And near the ſide of Hyperanthes fought, 
Muſt join the throng. How therefore can I fly 
From Ariana! who with Afia's queens + 
The ſptendid camp of Xerxes will ado.” 
Then be it ſo. Again I will adore eee 
Her gentle virtue. Her delightful tongue, 
Her graceful ſweetneſs ſhall again diffuſe 
Reſiſtleſs magic through my raviſh'd heart; 
And thus when love, with double rage inflam'd, 
Swells to diſtraction in my tortur'd breaſt, 
Then—but in vain through darkneſs do I ſearch 
My fate: deſpair and fortune be my guides. | 
The hour arriv'd, when Xerxes firſt advanced 
His arms from Suſa's gates. The Perſian dames 
(So were accuſtom'd all the eaftern fair) 
= In ſumptuous cars accompanied his march 
And Ariana grac'd the beauteous train. 
From morn till ev*ning Teribazus guards 
Her paſſing wheels; his arm her weight ſuſtains 
With trembling pleaſure often; as ſhe mounts 
Th' imperial chariot; his aſſiduous hand 
From each pure fountain wafts the living flood: 
Nor ſeldom by the fair one's ſoſt command 
l Would 
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While o'er his lips her lovely forehead bow'd, 
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Won with his grateful eloquence, that ſooth d 
With ſweet variety the tedious march, 


| Beguiling time. He too would then forget 
His cares awhile, in raptures vain intranc'd, 


Delufion all, and fleeting rays of joy, 

Soon overcaſt with more intenſe deſpair ; 

Like wintry clouds, which op'ning for a time, 

Tinge their black ſkirts with ſcatter'd beams of days 


Then, ſwiftly clofing, on the brows of morn 
Condenſe their horrors, and in thickeſt gloom 
The ruddy beauty veil. Such woes oppreſs d 
The Perſian's heart, not ſoften's ; for this day 


His daring valour from the bleeding van 
Oppos d the frown of adamantine Mars. 
With no tiara were his temples bound, 


The flender lance of Aſia he diſdain d, 
And her light target. Eminent he mov'd 


In Grecian arms the wonder of his foes, 


Among th' Ionians had his renuous limbs 


In war been praftis'd. A refplendentcaſgve 

Flam'd on his head. Before his face and cheſt 

Down to the knees his ample ſhield was ſpread. 

A pondirous afh with Kkilful hands he graſp'd. 

Thus arm'd, tremendous in the front he flood | 
7 i: Beneath 
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Beneath his might two bold Phliaſians died, 
And three Tegeans, whoſe indignant chief, 
Brave Hegeſander, vengeance breath'd in vain, 
With ſtreaming wounds repuls'd. Thus far unmatch'd 
His ſtrength prevail'd, when Hyperanthes' voice 
Recall'd his fainting legions. Now each band 
Their languid courage reinforc'd with reſt. 
Mean time with Teribazus thus confer'd 
The godlike prince. Thou much deſerving you ! 
6 O had thy deeds with emulation warm'd 
The frozen hearts of Perſia, Greece had wept. 
Her proſtrate ranks, not triumph'd in our ſhame. 
Relaxing now the wearied fight, I wait, 
Till from the camp with Abradates ſtrong 


The brave Pharnuchus and Mazzus move, 
And with freſh pow'rs renew the drooping war. 
For fince ſurpaſs'd in valour, we muſt wafte 

By endleſs numbers, and continual toil, 

The matchleſs ardour of our gallant foes, 

He ſaid, Immers'd in ſadneſs, ſcarce replied, 
But to himſelf thus plain'd the am'rous youth. 

Still do I Janguiſh, mourning o'er the fame, 
My arm acquires. , O wretched heart ! thou ſeat, 
Of conſtant ſorrow, what deceitful fmiles 
Yet canſt thou borrow from illufive hope 
To flatter life. At Ariana's feet 
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What if with ſupplicating knees I- bow'd, 

Implor'd her pity, arid reveal'd my love? 

Wretch, canſt thou climb to yon effulgent orb, 

And ſhare the ſplendors, which irradiate heav'n ? 

Doſt thou aſpire to that exalted maid, 

Great Xerxes' ſiſter, rivalling the hopes 

Of Afia's purpled potentates and kings ? 

Unleſs within her boſom I inſpir'd 

A paſſion fervent. as my own, nay more, 

Such as might diſſipate each virgin fear, 

And unreftrain'd diſcloſe its fond defire, 

My hopes are fruitleſs.” Plung'd in black def pair, 

He thus revolv'd, when ſuddenly the cries 

Of Aribzus ſmote his penſive ear. 

By mutual danger, and by friendſhip join'd, 

They had been long companions in the toils 

Of war. Together with victorious ſteps 

The ſons of Nile they chac'd, when Ægypt's pride 

| Before the arms of Hyperanthes fell. 

Stretch'd on the plain, and cover'd o'er wth wounds, 

By all abandon'd, Teribazus views 

His gallant friend. His languid ſoul awakes, 

And forth he iſſues from the Perſian line. 

The bleeding eres . in his ſtrong embrace 
Swift he conveys. By indignation fir'd, 

Fierce from the Grecians Diophantus ruſh'd 

| 4 | With 
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With loud defiance. Teribazus leaves 5 
His reſcu'd friend. His maſly targe he rears, 
Advances -high his formidable ſpear, 
And turns intrepid on th' approaching foe. . 


Amazement follow'd. On he ſtrode, and ſhook 
The plumed honours of his ſhining creſt. 


Th' ill-fated Greek awaits th' unequal fight ; 


Pierc'd in the throat, with ſounding arms he falls; 

Through ev'ry band the Mantineans mourn. 

Upon the ſlain the victor fix'd his ſight, 

And thus reflected. By thy ſplendid arms 

Thou art a Greek of no ignoble rank, 

And from thy fall perhaps am I adorn'd | 

With more conſpicuous luſtre. What if heav'n _ 

Should add new victims, like thyſelf, to grace | 

My undeſerving hand, who knows but ſhe 

Might ſmile upon my trophies. Oh! vain thought 

Diſperſe ye phantome hopes ! too long, my heart, 

Haſt thou in vain contended with thy woes | 

I ſtand this moment on the verge of life, 

By fame invited, by deſpair impell'd 

To paſs th* irremeable bound. No more 

Shall Teribazus backward turn his ſteps, 

But here decide his fate, T ben beat no more, 

Thou troubled heart, and ev'ry grief be ſtill | 

Now at th' approach of everlaſting peace. 
N 2 


1 *' PO'EMS FOR » 


He ended, when a mighty foe drew nigh ; 
Not leſs than Dithyrambus. Ere they join d, 
The Perſian thus the Theſpian youth addreſs'd. 
Say, art not thou th* unconquerable Greek, 
Whole dauntleſs valour mow'd our battle down, 
And ſcatter'd nations? To attempt thy force 
This day I purpos'd, when our chiefs from fight 
Their hoſt withdrew ? That now my ſingle arm 
Thou deign'ſt to meet, receive my thanks; and know,. 
The thought of conqueſt leſs employs my mind, 
Than that by thee F cannot fall with ſhame. 
He ceas'd. Theſe words the T heſpian chief return'd.. 
Of all the praiſes from thy gen'rous mouth, 
The only ſhare, which juſtice bids me claim, 
Is, that I here adventure to confront bn 
Thy matchleſs rength. Believe not, that unmark'd: | 
Were thy great deeds, From yon unbounded camp 
None yet hath equall'd thy victorious hand. 
But whence thy armour of the Grecian form? 
Whence thy tall ſpear? thy —_ ? whence the 
weight 
Of that ſtrong ſhield unlike thy eaſtern friends? 
O if thou be'ſt ſome fugitive, who, loſt 
To liberty and virthe, art become 
A tyrants vile ſtipendiary; with grief 
'That valour, thus r 1 behold, 
| W hich 
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Which after all its danger, and brave toil, 

Deſerves no-honour from the gods, or men. 
Here Teribazus with a ſigh return'd. 
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1 am to Greece a ſtranger, and a wretch 


To thee unknown, who ſeek, this hour, to die:; 1 


Though not ignobly, but in death to raiſe 


My name from darkneſs, while I end my woes. 
The Grecian then. I view thee, and I mourn, 
A dignity, which virtue only bears, 
And reſolution, on thy brow enthron'd 
(Though grief hath dim'd thy drooping eye) demand 
My veneration ; and whatever be 
The malice of thy fortune, what the cares, 


Which thus inſeſt thy quiet, they create 
Within my breaſt the pity of a friend: 


Why haſt thou then compell'd me to oppoſe 

My arm againſt thee, while thy might ſupports 

Th' unjuſt ambition of malignant kings, 

The foes to virtue, liberty, and peace? 

Vet free from rage, or enmity, I lift 

My adverſe javelin. Victory I aſk, 

Thy life may fate for happier hours reſerve. 
This ſaid, their beaming lances they protend, 

Of hoſtile haſle, or fury both devoid ; 


As on the Iſthmian, or Olympic ſand 


For fame e alone contending. Either hoſt, 7 
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Pois'd on their ſpears, in filent wonder gaz d. 
The fight begins, when ſoon the Grecian lance, 
Which, all the day in conſtant battle worn, 
Unnumber'd ſhields and corſelets had transſfix'd 
Againſt the Perſian target, ſhiv'ring, breaks, 
Its maſter's hand diſarming. Then began 

The ſenſe of honour, and the dread of ſhame 
To ſwell in Dithyrambus. Undiſmay's 
He grapples with the foe, and inſtant ſeiz d 
The threatning javelin, ere th' uplifted arm 
Could execute the meditated wound. 

The weapon burſt betwixt their ſtruggling hands. 


They looſe their graſp, and bare their ſhining ſwords, 


With equal fwiftneſs to defend, or charge, 
Each active youth advances, or recedes. 
On ev'ry fide they traverſe, now direct, 
Obliquely now the wheeling blades deſcend. 
Still is the conflict dubious, when the Greek 
Diſſenibling points his falchion to the earth, 
5 His arm depreſs'd, as overcome with toil; 
While with his buckler cautious he repels 
The blows repeated from th' exulting foe. 
Greece trembles for her hero. Joy pervades 
The Afian ranks, and Hyperanthes ſtrides 
| Before the line, preparing to receive 
His friend triumphant. Teribazus now 
5 | 5 ; Preſs d 
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Preſs'd with redoubled efforts. Still the Greek 
Suſtains th' aſſault, defenſive, and at laſt, | 
As with unguarded fury of his ſtrokes 
Th' unwary Perſian fideways ſwung his targe. 
The fatal moment Dithyrambus watch'd, 
And, darting forward with his feet outſtretch d, 
His falchion buries in th* obnoxious ſide. 
Affection, grief, and terror wing the ſpeed 
Of Hyperanthes. From his bleeding foe 
The Greek retires, not diſtant, and awaits 
The eaſtern prince. But he with wat'ry cheeks, 
And dumb with ſorrow, claſps his dying friend, 
From whoſe cold lip with interrupted phraſe 
ſe accents broke. O deareſt, beſt of men! 
My heard is fruitful with ten thouſand thoughts 
Of gratitude and love to thee ; but fate 
Denies my voice the utt'rance. O my friend! 
O Hyperanthes ! hear my tongue unfold, 
What thou ſhouldſt ne'er have known before this hour; 
When, as I open all my ſecret ſoul, 
I may at once retire, and veil my eyes 
In endleſs night: nor thou preſumption deem, 
What with my dying breath I here divulge. 
I love thy ſiſter. With deſpair I lov'd, 
And thence perhaps untimely is my date; 
| N4 Though, 
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"Though, witneſs heav'n, without regret I bleed 
With honour thus in Perſia's fight and thine. - 

He ceas'd : th' inexorable hand of fate | 
Weigh'd down his eyelids, and the gloom of death 
His fleeting ſight eternally o'erſhades, 

Him on Choaſpes o'er the blooming verge 

His frantic mother ſhall bewail, and firew 

Her ſilver treſſes in the cryſtal tige; 

While all the ſhore re · echoes to the name 

Of Teribazus loſt. 

In ſable pomp with all her ſtarry train | 
The night aſſum'd her throne. Recali'd from war, 
Her long- protracted labours Greece forgets, 
Diſſolv'd in filent ſlumber ; all but thoſe, 

Who watch'd th' uncertain perils of the dark, 
An hundred warriors : Agis was their chief. 
High on the wall intent the hero ſat, 

As o'er the ſurface of the tranquil main 
Along its undulating breaſt the wind 

The various din of Aſia's hoſt convey'd, 

In one deep murmur ſwelling in his ear: 
When, by the ſound of footſteps down the paſs 
Alarm'd, he calls aloud. What feet are thoſe, 


Which beat the echoing pavement of the rock? 


With ſpeed reply, nor tempt your inſtant fate. 
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He ſaid, and thus return'd a voice u en os 
Not with the feet of enemies we come, 
But crave admittance with a friendly tongue... 1 4 
The Spartan anſwers. Through the midnight ſhade 
What purpoſe draws your wand'ring ſteps abroad 2 
To whom the ſtranger. We are friends to Greece, 
And to the preſence of the Spartan king 
Admiſſion we implore. The cautious chief 
Of Lacedzmon heſitates again 
When thus with accents muſically ſweet 
A tender voice his wondring ear allur cd 
O Gen'rous Grecian, liſten to the pray r 
Oft one diſtreſs'd ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to theſe victorious tents, . 
A wretched woman innocent of fraud. | 
The Greek deſcending through th? unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One firſt appear'd 
In ſervile garb attir'd ;- but near his fide 
A woman graceful and majeſtic ſtood; 
Not with an aſpe&t rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Hellen, or the wanton charms | 
Of love's ſoft queen ; but ſuch, as far excell'd, _ 
Whate'er the lily, blending with the roſe, 
Paints on the cheek of beauty ſoon to fade; 
Such, as expreſs'd a mind, which wiſdom rul d, 
And Iwoerneds temper'd, vartue's pureſt light 
Illumining 
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Illumining the countenance divine, | 
Yet could not ſooth remorſeleſs fate, nor dk 
Malignant fortune to revere the good, 


Which oft with anguiſh rends the ſpotleſs heart, 


And oft aſſociates wiſdom with deſpair. 
In courteous phraſe began the chief humane. 


Exalted fair, who thus adorn'ſt the night, 


Forbear to blame the vigilance of war, 
And to the laws of rigid Mars impute, 
That I thus long unwilling have delay'd 
Before the great Leonidas to place 
This your apparent dignity and worth. 

He ſpake, and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta's king the lovely flranger guides. 
At Apgis' ſummons with a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds, 

And quits his couch. In wonder he ſurveys 


Th' illuſtrious virgin, whom his preſence aw'd : 


Her eye ſubmiſſive to the ground inclin'd 
With veneration of the godlike man. 

But ſoon his voice her anxious dread diſpell'd, 
Benevolent and hoſpitable thus, 

Thy form alone, thus amiable and great, 
Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame, 
By what relentleſs deſtiny RO 
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Thy tender feet the paths of darkneſs tread. 
Rehearſe th' afflictions, whence thy virtue mourns. 

On her wan cheek a ſadden bluſh aroſe, 
Like day's firſt dawn upon the twilight pale, 
And, wrapt in grief, theſe words a paſlage broke. 0 

If to be moſt unhappy, and to know, PTY a . 
That hope is irrecoverably fled; ; 
If to be great and wretched may deſerve 
Commiſeration from the good; behold, 
Thou glorious leader of unconquer'd bands, 
Behold deſcended from Darius“ loins 
Th' afflicted Ariana, and my pray'r 
Accept with pity, nor my tears diſdain! 
Firſt, that I Tov'd the beſt of human race, 
By nature's hand with ev'ry virtue form'd, 
Heroic, wiſe, adorn'd with ev'ry art; 
Of ſhame unconſcious does my heart reveal. 
This day, in Grecian arms conſpicuous clad, 
He fought, he fell. A paſſion long conceal'd 
For me alas! within my brother's arms 
His dying breath reſigning, he diſclos'd. 
—Oh I will tay my ſorrows ! will forbid 
My eyes to ftream before thee, and my heart, 
Thus full of anguiſh, will from fighs reſtrain ! 
For why ſhould thy hamanity be griev'd 
With my diſtreſs, and learn from me to mourn 


The 
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Tube lot of nature, doom'd to care and pain! 

Hear then, O king, and grant my ſole requeſt, 

Too ſeek his body in the heaps of ſlain. 

Thus to the Spartan ſu'd the regal maid, 
Reſembling Ceres in majeſtic woe, 

1 When, ſupplicant at Jove's reſplendent throne, 

From dreary Pluto, and th' infernal gloom, 

Her lov'd and loſt Proſerpina ſhe ſought : 

Fix'd on the weeping queen with ftedfaſl eyes,, 

Laconia's chief theſe tender thoughts recall'd. 
Such are thy ſorrows, O ſor ever dear! 

Who now at Lacedzmon doſt deplore 

My everlaſting abſence ! then inclin'd 

His head, and ſigh'd; nor yet forgot to charge 

His friend, the gentle Agis, through the ſtraits 

The Perſian princeſs to attend and aid. 

With careful ſleps they ſeek her lover's corſe. 

The Greeks remember'd, where by fate repreſs'd, 

His arm firſt ceas'd to mow their legions down, 

And from beneath a maſs of Perſian lain 

Soon drew the hero, by his armour known. 

To Agis' high pavilion they reſort. . 

Now, Ariana, what trauſcending pangs 

Thy ſoul involv'd? What horror claſp'd thy heart ! 

But love grew mightieſt, and her beauteous limbs 


On the cold breaſt of ae threw - 
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The grief-diſtrated maid. The clotted gore 
Deform'd her ſnowy boſom.  O'er his wounds 
Looſe flow'd her hair, and, bubbling from her eyes,, 
Impetuous ſorrow lav'd the purple clay. 
When forth in groans her lamentations broke. 
O torn for ever from my weeping eyes! 
Thou, who deſpairing to obtain her heart, 
Who then moſt lov'd thee, didſt untimely yield 
Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 
For her, who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender. boſom, and repeats her vows- 
To thy. deaf ear, who fondly to her own 
Now claſps thy breaſt inſenſible and cold. 
Alas! do thoſe unmoving, ghaſtly orbs | 
Perceive my guſhing anguiſh ! Does that heart, 
Which death's inanimating hand hath chill'd, 
Share in my ſuff rings, and return my ſighs! 
— Oh ! bitter unſurmountable diſtreſs! 
Lo! on thy breaſt is Ariana bow'd, 
Hangs o'er thy face, unites her cheek to thine - 
Not now to liſten with enchanted ears 
To thy perſuaſive elequence, no more 
Charm'd with the wiſdom of thy copious mind! 
| She could no more. Invincible deſpair 
Suppreſs'd her utt'rance. As a marble form, 
Fix'd on the ſolemn ſepulcher, unmov'd 
| O'er- 
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-  Ofer ſome dead hero, whom his country lov'd, 


Bends down the head with imitated woe: 

So paus'd the princeſs o'er the breathleſs clay, 
 Intranc'd in ſorrow. On the dreary wound, 
Where Dithyrambus' ſword was deepeſt plung'd, 
Mute for a ſpace, and motionleſs ſhe gaz'd. 
Then with a look unchang'd, nor trembling hand 
Drew forth a poniard, which her garment veil'd, 
And, ſheathing in her heart th* abhorred ſteel, 
On her flain lover, ſilent finks in death. 
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MARRIAGE, a VIS Ion. 
| By Dr. CoTTon, 
Inſcribed to Miſs * „ 


AIREST, this viſion is thy due, 

I form'd th' inſtructive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age, 
Your welfare actuates every page; 

But ponder well my ſacred theme, 
And tremble, while you read my dream. 

Thoſe aweful words, Till death do part,” 

May well alarm the youthful heart: 
No after-thought when once a wife; 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life; 

Yet thouſands venture ev'ry day, 
As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 
Pert Silvia talks of wedlock-ſcenes, 

Tho' hardly enter'd on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears 
The ſugar'd ſpeech with raptur'd ears ; 
Impatient of a parent's rule, 


She leaves her fire and weds a fool. 
Want enters at the guardleſs door, 
And Love is fled, to come no more. 


Some 


o 


Careleſs with what, or whom they mate, 
Their roling paſſion's all for ſtate. 


In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
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ics ſew there are of ſordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold ; 


But Hymen, gen'rous, juſt, and kind, 


Abhors the mercenary mind: 
Bach rebels groan beneath his rod, 


For Hymen's a vindiQive God: 


Be joyleſs ev'ry night, he ſaid, 


And barren be their nuptial bed. 
Attend, my fair, to wiſdom's voice, 

A better fate ſhall crown thy choice. 

A married life, to ſpeak the beſt, 

Is all a lottery confeſt: 


Yet if my fair-one will be wiſe, 


I will inſure my girl a prize; 


Tho' not a prize to match thy worth, 


Perhaps thy equal's not on earth. 
'Tis an important point to know, 
There's no perfection here below. 


Man's an odd compound, after all, 


And ever has been ſince the fall. 
Say, that he loves you from his ſoul, 
Still man is proud nor -þrooks controul. 
And tho' a ſlave in love's ſoft ſchool, 
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The beſt, in ſhort; has faults: about himj 
If few thoſe faults, you muſt not flout him. N 
With ſome, indeed, you can't diſpenſe, 

As want of temper, and of ſenſe. | 

For when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 

And the dull winter evenings riſe, 

Then for a huſband's ſocial pow'r, 

To form the calm, converſive hour ; 

The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 

From that rich mine to draw the ore ; 1 
Fondly each gen rous thought refine ; 
And give thy native gold to ſhine'; 
Shew thee, as really thou art, 
Tho' fair, yet fairer ſtill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid ; 85 „ 
When in thy cheeks the roſes die, 

And ſickneſs clouds that brilliant eye; 

Say, when or age or pains invade, 

And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid; 

If thou art fetter'd to a fool, | 
| Shall not his tranſient paſſion cool ? 20 

And when thy health and beauty end, . 0 

Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend ? 

But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 

Ev'n then thou lovely ſhalt appear 1 

to nu + Hell 
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He'll ſhare the grieſs that wound thy heart, 
And weeping claim the larger part ; 
Tho' age impairs that beauteous face, 
He'll prize the pearl beyond its caſe. 2:54 
In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then compleet. 
„ Bleſt ſtate ! where ſouls each other draw, 
„Where love is liberty and law ! | 
The choiceſt bleſſing found below, 
That man can wiſh, or heaven beſtow! 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 
For lovely Chloe once was mine! 
Nor fear the varniſh of my ſtile, 
Tho' poet, I'm eſtrang'd to guile. 
Ah me! my faithful lips impart 
The genuine language of my heart! 
When bards extol their patrons high, 
Perhaps *tis gold extorts the lye ; 
Perhaps the poor reward of bread . 
But who burns jincenſe to the dead! 
He, whom a fond affection draws, 
* Careleſs of cenſure, 'or applauſe ; 
Whoſe ſoul is upright and ſincere, 
With nought towiſhy and nought to fear, 
Now to my viſionary ſcheme, _. 
- Attend, and profit by my dremm. 
11211 | 1 Amidlt 
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Amidſt the ſlumbers of the night 
A flately temple roſe to fight ; 


| And ancient as the human race, 


If Nature's purpoſes you trace. 

This fane, by all the wiſe rever'd, 

To Wedlock's pow'rful God was rear'd. 
Hard by I ſaw a graceful ſage, 


His locks were froſted o'er by age; 


His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 

And wiſdom dignify'd his mien. 

With curious ſearch his name I ſought, 1 4 

And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite— Thought. 
Apace the giddy crowds advance, 

And a lewd ſatyr led the dance; 

I griev'd to ſee whole thouſands run, 

For oh! what thouſands are undone ! 

The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ipy'd, 

In pity flew to join their ſide ; 

The diſconcerted pairs began 

To rail againſt him to a man; e 


 Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 


Nor knew from whence the dotard came. ̃ 
But mark the ſequel for this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth : 
Long ere the honey moon cou'd wane, + 
Perdition ſeiz'd on ey'ry twain ; 
O 2 we, At 
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At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 
Repentance ply'd her ſcorpion thong ; 
Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 
And ev'ry wayward child of ſpleen. 
Hymen approach'd his aweful fane, 

Attended by a num'rous train: 

Love with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 
Was firſt in favour and in place: 
Then came the God with ſolemn gait, 
Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate ; 
His hand a flaming taper bore, 

That ſacred ſymbol, fam'd of yore: 
Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 
Suſtain'd the God's incumbent arm : 
Beauty improv'd the glowing ſcene 
With all the roſes of eighteen : 
Youth led the gayly ſmiling fair, 

His purple pinions wav'd in air: 


Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd hobbling nigh, 


With vulture-claw, and eagle-eye, 


Who threeſcore years had ſeen, or more, 


( Tis ſaid his coat had ſeen a ſcore;) 
Proud was the wretch, tho' clad in rags, 
Preſuming much vpon his bags. 
A female next her arts diſplay'd, 
Poets alone can paint the maid: 
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Truſt me, Hogarth, (tho* great thy fame) 
*Twould poſe thy {kill to draw the ſame ; 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 

Than ever painter's was before: 

Now ſhe was fair as Cygnet's down, 


Now as Mat Prior's Emma, brown; 


And changing as the changing flow'r, 
Her dreſs ſhe varied every hour: 
Twas Fancy, child !/—You know the fair, 
Who pins your gown, and ſets your hair. 
Lol! the God mounts his throne, of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate: | 
His head with radiant glories dreſt, 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breaſt: 
Love took his ſtation on the right, 
His quiver beam'd with golden light. 
Beauty uſurp'd the ſecond place, 
Ambitious of diſtinguiſh'd grace ; 
She claim'd this ceremonial joy, 
Becauſe related to the boy; 
(Said it was her's to point his dart, 
And ſpeed its paſſage to the heart) 
While on the God's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ſtand. 
And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 
And now a thouſand heart-ftrings bleed. | _ 
| 9 | I faw 
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I ſaw a blooming trembling bride, 
A toothleſs lover join'd her fide; 
Averſe ſhe turn'd her weeping face, 
And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. 

Bat various baits their force impart : 
Thus title: lie at Celia's heart: 


A oaſiion much too foul to name, 
Coſts ſupercilious prudes their fame: N 


Prudes wed to publicans and finners, 


The hungry poet weds for dinners. 


'The God with frown indignant — 
The rabble covetous or lewd; 
By ev'ry vice his altars ſtain'd, 
By ev'ry fool his rites profan'd: 
When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 


Affirming Wealth debauch'd the croud; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 


Defiring to be heard at large. 
The God conſents, the throng aivide, 4 


The young eſpous d the plaintiff's ſide; 


The old declar'd for the defendant, 
For age is money's ſworn attendant. 
Love ſaid, that wedlock was defign'd 


By gracious heav'n to match che mind; 
To pair the tender and the juſt, | 
| And his the — 9 5 


YOUNG LADIES. 199 
That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part, | 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart ; 
But what avails the faithleſs voice? 
The injur'd heart diſdains the choice 
Wealth ſtrait reply'd, that Love was blind, 
And talk'd at random of the mind ; | 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts, 
And all th' artillery of darts, | 
Were long ago exploded fancies, 
And laugh'd at even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtile love a treat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat : 
And love might be delicious fare, 
Cou'd we, like poets, live on air. 
But grant that angels feaſt on love, 
(Thoſe purer eſſences above) 
Yet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 
Preferr'd a more ſubſtantial food. | 
Thus while with gibes he dreſs'd his cauſe, 
His grey admirers hemm'd applauſe. 0 
With ſeeming conqueſt pert and proud, 
Wealth ſhook his ſides and chuckled loud; 
When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 
And fond to favour Love beſide, 5 
Op'ning the miſer's tape - ty d veſt, 
Diſclos'd the cares which ſtung his breaſt: wy 
1 | „ DETS Wealth 
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Wealth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, 
And a deep crimſon fluſh'd his face. 

Love ſweetly fimper'd at the ſight, 
His gay adherents laugh'd outright. _ 13 
The God, tho' grave his temper, ſmil'd, 
For Hymen dearly priz'd the child, 
But he who triumphs o'er his brother, 
In turn is laugh'd at by another. 
Such cruel ſcores we often find 
Repaid the criminal in kind. 
For Poverty, that famiſh'd herd! 
Ambitious of a wealthy friend, 
Advanc'd into the miſer's place, 
And ftar'd the ſtripling i in the face; 
Whoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay; 
I thought the chit would ſwoon away. 
The God was ſtudious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquiſh'd boy; 
And therefore iſſu'd his decree, 
That the two parties ſtrait agree, 
When both obey'd the God's commands, 
And Love and Riches join'd their hands. 

What wond'rous change in each was wrought, | 
Believe me, fair, ſorpaſſes thought. 
If Love had many charms before, _ 
He now had charms, ten thouſand. more, 
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If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, | 
They now were dead, or lull'd to reſt. 
Beauty, that vain affected thing, 
Who join'd the Hymeneal ring, 
Approach'd with round unthinking face, 
And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe. N 
She ſaid, that Love's complaints, "twas known, 
Exactly tally'd with her own; | 
That Wealth had learn'd the felon's 2 
And robb'd her of a thouſand hearts ; 
Defiring judgment againſt Wealth, | 
For falſehood, perjury, and ftealth : 
All which ſhe cou'd on oath. depoſe, 
And hop'd the court would lit his noſe, 
But Hymen, when he heard her name, 
Call'd her an interloping dame; 
Look'd thro' the crowd with angry ſtate, 
And blam'd the porter at the gate, 
For giving entrance to the fair, 
When ſhe was no eſſential there. 
To fink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
He order'd Fancy to preſide. 
Hence when debates on beauty riſe, 
And each bright fair diſputes the prize, 
To Fancy's court we ſtrait apply, 
And wait the ſentence of her eye; 
In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſeals, 
And her awards preclude appeals. 
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SING that St 60. whoſe warkey play | 

Wich gentle gales relieves the ſultry day, 
Not the wide fan by Perſian dames dilplay'd, 
Which o'er their beauty caſts a grateful ms; 
Nor that long known in China's artful land, 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand 2 
Nor ſhall the muſe in Aſian climates rove, ; 
To ſeck in Indoſtan ſome ſpicy grove, li 
Where ftretch'd at eaſe the panting lady lies, 
To ſhun the feryor of meridian fries, 
While ſweating flaves catch ev'ry breeze of air, 
And with wide-ſpreading fans refreſh the fair; 
No buſy gnats her pleaſing dreams moleſt, 
Inflame her cheek, or ravage o'er her breaſt. 
But artificial zephyrs round her fly, 
And mitigate the fever of the ſky. 

Stay, wand'ring muſe, nor rove in forcig gn Climes, 
To thy own native ſhore confine thy rhimes, 
Aſſiſt, ye nine, your foftieft notes employ, 
Say what celeſtial in contriv'd the toy; 


* Say how this inſtrument of love began, 


And in nn trains diſplay the fan, . 8 
S Girephon 
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Strephon had long confeſs'd his am'rous pain, | N 


Which gay Corinna rally'd with diſdain: 


Sometimes in broken words he ſigh'd his care, 
Look'd pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair; 


Wich bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd, 


He dreſs'd, he laugh'd, he ſung, he rhim'd, he dane d: 
Now call'd more pow'rful preſents to his aid, 
And, to ſeduce the miſtreſs,” brib'd the maid ; 
Smooth flatt'ry in her ſofter hours apply d, 


The ſureſt charm to bind the force of pride: 


But ſtill unmov'd remains the ſcoruful dame, 
Inſults her captive, and derides his flame. 
When eg orig ſaw his vows diſpers'd in air, 
He ſought in ſolitude to loſe his care; 
Relief in ſolitude he ſought in vain, eb ay 
It ſerv'd, like muſic, but to feed his pain. 
To Venus now the ſighted boy complains, f 
And calls the goddeſs in theſe tender ſtrains. 
O potent queen, from e empire ſprung, 
Whoſe glorious birth admiring Nereids ſung, © ; 
Who midſt the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 
Whoſe radiant preſence gilds the Paphian grove, 
Where to thy name a thouſand altars riſe, - | 
And curling clouds of incenſe hide the ſkies : 4 


O beauteous Goddeſs, teach me how to move, 


Inſpire my tongue with eloquence” of love. 
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If loft Adonis e er thy boſom warm'd, | 
If e'er his eyes, or godlike figure charm'd, 
Think on'thoſe hours when firſt you felt the dart, 
Think on the reſtleſs fever of thy heart; 
Think how you pin'd in abſence of the ſwain : 
By. thoſe uneaſy minutes know my pain. 
Ev'n while Cydippe to Diana bows, _ 
And at her ſhrine renews her virgin vowe, 
| The lover, taught by thee, her pride o'ercame ; 
| She reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame: 
Oh, may my flame, like thine, Acontius, prove, 
May Venus diQtate, and reward my love. 
When crowds of ſuitors Atalanta try'd, 
She wealth, and beauty, wit and fame defy d 
Each daring lover with advent' rous pace 
Purſu'd his wiſhes in the dang'rous race; 
Like the ſwift hind, the bounding damſel flies, 
Strains to the goal, the diſtanc'd lover dies. 
Hippomenes, O Venus, was thy care, 
You taught the ſwain to ſtay the flying fair, 
Thy golden preſent caught the virgin's eyes, 
She ſtoops ; he ruſhes on, and gains the prize. 
Say, Cyprian deity, what gift, what art, 
Shall bumble into love Corinna's beart; 
If only ſome bright toy can charm her fight, 
Teach me what preſent may ſuſpend ber flight. 
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Thus the deſponding youth his l declares, 

The goddeſs with a nod his paſſion hears. 
Far in Cythera ſtands a ſpacious grove, 

Sacred to Venus and the God of love; 

Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head; 

Like the tall oak the fragrant branches ſpread; 

Here nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, 

And paints th' enamell'd ground with various flow'rs ; 

Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 

The rugged ſtone is cloath'd with mantling vines, 

And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 
Here buſy Cupids, with pernicioas art, 

Form the ſtiff bow, and forge the fatal dart ; ; 

All ſhare the toil ; while ſome the bellows ply, 

Others with feathers teach the ſhafts to fly : 

Some with joint force whirl round the ſtony wheel, 

Where ſtreams the ſparkling fire from temper'd ſteel ; 

Some point their arrows with the niceſt ſkill, 

And with the warlike tore their quiyers fill., 
A different toil another forge employs ; 

Here the loud hammer faſhions female toys, 

Hence is the fair with ornament ſupply'd, 

Hence ſprung the glitt'ring implements of pride ; 3h 

Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, | 

Firſt to theſe little artiſts ow'd its frame. 
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Here an Anse d di' mond crolslet lay, 

To which ſoft lovers adoration pay; 
There was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, 
That with quick ſcents revives the modiſh ſpleen; 
Here the yet rude unjointed ſnuff-box lies, 
Which ſerves the rally d fop for ſmart replies; 
There piles of paper role in gilded reams, 
T he future records of the lover's flames 3 
Here clouded canes midſt heaps of toys are found, 
And inlaid tweezer-caſes ſtrow the ground. 
There ſtands the toilette, nurſery of charms, 
Compleatly furniſh*d with bright beauty's arms; 
The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes, | 

Pins, paint, a flatt'ring glaſs, and black lead combs. 
The toilſome hours in diff'rent labour ſlide, 
Some work the file, and ſome the graver guide ; 
From the loud anvil the quick blow rebounds, | 
And their rais'd arms deſcend in tuneful ſounds. 
Thus when Semiramis, i in ancient days, 
Bid Babylon her mighty bulwarks raiſe ; 
A ſwarm of lab'rers diff rent taſks attend : 
| Here pullies make the pond'rous oak aſcend. 
With echoing firokes the cragged quarry groans, 
: While there the chiſſel forms the ſhapeleſs ſtones; 

The weighty mallet deals reſounding blows, 

rin the proud battlement her tow” rs mee. 
: 4 Si es | Now 
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Now Venus mounts her car, ſhe ſhakes the reins + + 

And ſteers her turtles. to Cythera's plains z ; 

Strait to the grott with graceful ep ſhe Pore . 

Her looſe ambroſial hair behind ber flows: 

The ſwelling bellows beave for breath no more, 

All drop their filent hammers on the flonr 

In deep ſuſpence the mighty labour ſtands, 

While thus the goddeſs ſpoke her mild commands. 

Induſtrious loves, your preſent toils ſorbear, 

A more important taſk demands your care; J 

Long has the ſcheme employ'd my thoughtful mind, 

By judgment ripen'd, and by time refin d. 

That glorious bird have ye not often ſeen 

Who draws the car of the celeſtial queen? 

Have ye not oft ſurvey'd his varying dycs, 

His tail all gilded o'er with Argus' eyes? 7 

Have ye not ſeen him in the ſunny day | | 1 

Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride diſplay, 

Then ſuddenly contract his dazzling trains, 

And with long-trailing feathers ſweep the plain? 

Learn from this hint, let this inſtruct your art: 

Thin taper ſticks muſt from one center part: 

Let theſe into the quadrant's ſorm diride, 

The ſpreading ribs with ſnowy paper hide | 

Here ſhall the pencil bid its colours flow, | 
And make a miniature creation grow. | 


oy 
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Let the machine in equal foldings cloſe, 

And now its plaited ſurface wide diſpoſe. 
So ſhall the fair her idle hand employ, | 
And grace each motion with the reſtleſs toy, 
With various play bid grateful zephyrs riſe, 

. While love in ev'ry grateful zephyr flies. 

The maſter Cupid traces out the lines, 

And with judicious hand the draught deſigns, 
Th' expecting loves with joy the model view, 
And the joint labour eagerly purſue, 

Some {lit their arrows with the niceſt art, 
And into ſticks convert the ſhiver'd dart; 

The breathing bellows wake the fleeping fire, 
Blow off the cindars, and the ſparks aſpire; _ 
Their arrow's point they ſoften in the flame, {ond 

And ſounding hammers break its barbed frame: 

Of this, the little pin they neatly mold, 

From whence their arms the ſpreading ſticks unfold; 
In equal plaits they now the paper bend, 

And at juſt diſtance the wide ribs extend, 

Then on the frame they mount the limber ſkreen, 
And finiſh inſtantly the new machine. 

The goddefs, pleas'd, the curious work receives, 

Remounts her chariot; and the grotto leaves; 

With the light fan ſhe moves the yielding air, 
And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair. 4 
RE | Unhappy 


TID. 


13 
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Unhappy lovers, how will you withſtand, | 8 
When theſe new arms ſhall grace your charmer's hand? 
In ancient times, when maids in thought were pure, 


When eyes were artleſs and the look demure, 
When the wide ruff the well - turn'd neck enclos'd, 2 


And heaving | breaſts within the ſtays repos'd, - äQLꝓ nll 


When the cloſe hood conceal'd the modeſt ear, 
Ere black-lead combs diſown'd the virgin's hair; 
Then in the muff unaQtive fingers lay, 
Nor taught the fan in fickle forms to play. 

How are the ſex improv'd in am'rous arts, 
What new-found ſnares they bait for human hearts 1 
Now love with fatal airs the nymph ſupplies, 
Her dreſs diſpoſes, and directs her eyes. 
The boſom now its panting beauty ſnows. 
Th' experienc'd eye reſiſtleſs glances throws; 
Now vary'd patches wander o'er the face, 
And ſtrike each Razer with a borrow'd grace; 5 b 
The fickle head: dreſs finks and now aſpires | 
A tow'ry front of lace on branching wires, 


The curling hair in tortur'd ringlets flows, 
Or round the face in labour'd order grows, 
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Olympus! gates unfold ; in heav'ns high towers 
Appear in council all th' immortal powers; 
P 2 5 Great 
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Great Jove above the reſt exalted ſate, 
And in his mind revoly'd ſucceeding fate, 
His awful eye with ray fuperior ſhone, 
The thunder-graſping eagle guards his throne ; 
On ſilver clouds the great aſſembly laid, 
The whole creation at one view ſurvey'd. 

But ſee, fair Venus comes in all her ſtate, 
The wanton loves and graces round her wait; ; 
With her looſe robe officious zephyrs play, 
And ſtrow with odoriferous flowers the way: 
In her right hand ſhe waves the flutt' ring fan, 
And thus in melting ſounds her ſpeech began. 

Aſſembled powers, who fickle mortals guide, 
Who o'er the ſea, the ſkies and earth preſide, 
Ye fountains whence all human bleſſings flow, 
Who pour your bounties on the world below ; 
Bacchus firſt rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine, 
And taught the grape to ſtream withygen'rous wine; 
Induſtrious Ceres tam'd the ſavage ground, 
And pregnant fields with golden harveſts crown'd ; 
Flora with bloomy ſweets enrich'd the year, 
And fruitful autumn is Pomona's care. 
I firſt taught woman to ſubdue mankind, 

And all her native charms with drefs refin'd : 
_ Celeſtial ſynod, this machine furvey, 


That ſhades the face, or bids cool zephyrs play ; 


it 


4 


It 
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If conſcious bluſhes on her cheek ariſe, 4080 
Wich this ſhe veils them from her lover's eyes; 
No levell'd glance betrays her am'rous heart, 
From the fan's ambuſh ſhe directs the dart. 
The royal ſcepter ſhines in Juno's hand, 
And twiſted thunder ſpeaks great Jove's command z 
On Pallas' arm the Gorgon ſhield appears, 
And Neptune's mighty graſp the trident bears : 
Ceres is with the bending fickle ſeen, 
And the ſtrong bow points out the Cynthian queen; 
Henceforth the waving fan my hands ſhall grace, 
The waving fan ſupply the ſcepter's place. 
Who ſhall, ye powers, the forming pencil hold? 
What ſtory ſhall the wide machine unfold ? 
Let loves and graces lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreaths and flow'ry chaplets erown'd; 
Let Cupid's arrows ſtrow the ſmiling plains 
With unreſiſting nymphs, and am'rous ſwains 
May glowing picture o'er the ſurface ſhine, 
To melt ſlow virgins with the warm deſign. 

Diana rofe ; with ſilver creſcent crown'd, 
And fix'd her modeſt eyes upon the ground; 
Then with becoming mien ſhe, rais'd her head, 
\nd thus with graceful voice the virgin ſaid. 
Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 
he watchful ogle, and delufive ſmiles ? | 
P 2 Does 
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Does man againſt her charms too pow'rful prove, 
Or are the ſex grown novices in love? 1 075 
Why then theſe arms? or why ſhould artful eyes, 
From this flight ambuſh, conquer by ſurprize ? 

No guilty thought the ſpotleſs virgin knows, 

And o'er her cheek no conſcious crimſon glows ; 


« Since bluſhes.then from ſhame alone ariſe, 
Why ſhould we veil them from her lover's eyes? 

Let Cupid rather give up his command, ; 
And truſt his arrows in a female hand, 
Have not the Gods already cheriſh'd pride, 
And woman with deſtructive arms ſupply'd ? 
Neptune on her beſtows his choiceſt ſtores, 

For her the chambers of the deep explores; 
The gaping ſhell its pearly charge reſigns, 
And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines : 
Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, 
Where the warm oar is ripen'd into gold; 
Or where the ruby reddens in the ſoil, 
Where the green emerald Pays the ſearcher's toil. 
Does not the di'mond ſparkle in her ear, 
Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair ? 
From the gay'nymph the glancing luſtre flies, 
And imitates the lightning of her eyes. 

But yet I Venus wiſhes muſt ſucceed, 

And this fantaſtic engine be decreed, 


May 
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May ſome chaſte ſtory from the pencil flow, 
To ſpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe. 

Here let the wretched Ariadne ſtand, 
Seduc'd by Theſeus to ſome deſart land, 
Her locks diſhevell'd waving in the mind, 
The cryſtal tears confeſs her tortur'd wind; 
The perjur'd youth unfurls his treach'rous ſails, 
And their white boſoms catch the ſwelling gales. 
Be ſtill, ye winds, ſhe cries, ſtay, Theſeus, ſtay ; | 
But faichleſs Theſeus hears no more than they. 
All deſp'rate, to ſome craggy cliff ſhe flies, 
And ſpreads a well-known ſignal in the ſkies ; 
His leſs'ning veſſel plows the foamy main, 


She ſighs, ſhe calls, ſhe waves the fign in vain. 
Paint Dido there amidſt her laſt diſtreſs, 
Pale cheeks and blood-ſhot eyes her grief expreſs; 
Deep in her breaſt the recking ſword is drown'd ; 
And guſhing blood ſtreams purple from the wound: 
Her ſiſter Anna hoy'ring o'er her ſtands, 
Accuſes heav'n with lifted eyes and hands, 
| Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries, 
And mixes curſes with her broken fighs. 
View this, ye maids ; and then each ſwain believe ; 
They're Trojans all, and vow bat to deceive. 
| Thus may the nymph, whene'er ſhe ſpreads the fan, 
lay In his true colours view perfidious man ; | 
P3 Plea 
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Pleas'd with her virgin flate in foreſts rove, 
And never truſt the dang'rous hopes of love. 
The goddeſs ended. Merry Momus roſe, 
With ſmiles and grins he waggiſh glances throws, 
Then with a noiſy laugh foreſtalls his joke; 
Mirth flaſhes from his eyes while thus he ſpoke. 
Rather let heav'nly deeds be painted there, - 
And by your own examples teach the fair; 
Let chaſte Diana on the piece be ſeen, 
And the bright creſcent own the Cynthian queen, 
Would you warn beauty not to cheriſh pride, 
Nor vainly in the treach'rous bloom confide, 
On the machine the ſage Minerva place, 
With lineaments of wiſdom mark her face; : 
See, where ſhe lies near ſome tranſparent flood, 
And with her pipe chears the reſounding wood : 
Her image in the floating glaſs ſhe ſpies, 
Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and fhrivell'd eyes; 
She breaks the guiltleſs pipe, and with diſdain 
Its ſhatter'd ruins flings upon the plain. 
With the loud reed no more her cheek ſhall ſwell, 
What, ſpoil her face | no. Warbling ſtrains farewel. 
Shall arts, ſhall ſciences employ the fair ? 
Thoſe trifles are beneath Minerva's care. 
From Venus let her learn the married life, 
| And all the virtuous duties of a wife. 
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Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame, | 


Let her eye ſparkle with the glowing flame; 


The God of war within her clinging arms, 

Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulcan with a huſband's care, 

And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear; 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 

Their limbs entangled in a cloſe embrace. 

Let theſe amours adorn the new machine, 

And female nature on the piece be ſeen ; 

So ſhall the fair, as long as fans ſhall laſt, 

Learn from your bright examples to be chaſte. 


0 0 E X 
Thus Momus ſpoke. When ſage Minerva roſe ; 


From her ſweet lips ſmooth elocution flows, 


Her ſkilful hand an iv'ry pallet grac'd, 
Where mining colours were in order plac' d. 


As Gods are bleſs'd with a ſuperior ſkill, 


And, ſwift as mortal thought, perform their will, 
Strait ſhe propoſes, by her art divine, 
To bid the paint expreſs her great deſign, 

Th' aſſembled pow'rs conſent. She now began, 

And her creating pencil ſtain'd the fan. | 
O'er the fair field, trees ſpread, and rivers flow, 
Tow'rs rear their heads, and diſtant mountains grow; 
1 Life 
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Life ſeems to move within the glowing veins, 
And in each face ſome lively paſſion reigns. - 
Thus have I ſeen woods, hills, and dales appear, 
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the filent air - 
In darken'd rooms, where light can only paſs - 
Through the ſmall circle of a convex glaſs ; 

On the white ſheet the moving figures riſe, 

The foreſt waves, clouds float along the ſkies, 

She various fables on the piece deſign'd, 
That ſpoke the follies of the female kind. 

The fate of pride in Niobe ſhe drew; 
Be wiſe, ye nymphs, that ſcornful vice ſubdue, 
In a wide plain th' imperious mother ſtood, 
Whoſe diſtant bounds rofe in a winding wood ; 
Upon her ſhoulder flows her mantling hair, 
Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air * 
A purple robe behind her ſweeps the ground, 
Whoſe ſpacious border golden flow'rs ſurround : 


| She made Latonas“ altars ceaſe to flame, 


And of due honours robb'd her ſacred name, 
To her own charms ſhe bade freſh incenſe riſe, 
And adoration own her brighter eyes. 

Sev'n daughters from her fruitful loins were born, 
Sev'n graceful ſons her nuptial bed adorn, 
Who, for a mother's arrogant diſdain, 
Were by Latona's double offspring ſlain. 


Here 
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Here Phœbus his unerring arrow drew, 

And from his rifing ſteed her firſt- born threw, 
His op'ning fingers drop the ſlacken'd rein, 
And the pale corſe falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath her pencil here two wreſtlers bend; 1 
See, to the graſp their ſwelling nerves diſtend ; 
Diana's: arrow joins them face to face, 
And death unites them in a firit embrace. 
Another here flies trembling o'er the plain; 
When heav'n purſues we ſhun the ſtroke in vain. f 
This lifts his ſupplicating hands and eyes, | 
And 'midſt his humble adoration dies. | 
As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A ſurer weapon flrikes his throbbing heart: 
While that to raiſe his wounded brother tries, 
Death blaſts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes. 
The tender ſiſters bath d in grief appear, 
With ſable garments and diſhevell'd hair, 
And o'er their gaſping brothers wee ping ſtood ; 
Some with their treſſes flopt the guſhing blood, 
They ſtrive to ſtay the fleeting life too late, 
And in the pious action ſhare their fate. 
Now the proud dame o'ercome by trembling fear, 
With her wide robe protects her only care; 
To fave her only care in vain ſhe tries, 

. Cloſe at her feet the lateſt victim dies. 
E: | Down 
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Down her fair cheek the trickling ſorrow flows, 
Like dewy ſpangles on the bluſhing roſe, 
Fixt in aſtoniſhment ſhe weeping ſtood, 
The plain all purple with her children's blood; 
She ſtiffens with her woes : no more her hair 
In eaſy ringlets wantons in the air; 
Motion forſakes her eyes, her veins are dry'd, 
And beat no longer with the ſanguine tide; 
All life is fled, firm marble now ſhe grows, 
| Which ſtill in tears the mother's anguiſh ſhows. 
Ye haughty fair, your painted fans diſplay, 
And the juſt fate of lofty pride ſurvey ; 
Tho! lovers oft extol your beauty's power, 
And in celeſtial fimilies adore, 
Though from your features Cupid borrows' arms, 
And goddeſſes confeſs inferior charms, 
Do not, vain maid, the flatt'ring tale believe, 
Alike thy lovers and thy glaſs deceive, 
Here young Narciſſus o'er the fountain ſtood, 
And view'd his image in the cryſtal flood; 
The cryſtal flood reflects his lovely charms, 
And the pleas'd image flrives to meet his arms. 
No nymph his unexperienc'd breaſt ſubdu'd, 
Echo in vain the flying boy purſu'd, 
Himſelf alone the fooliſh youth admires, 
And with fond look the ſmiling ſhade defires : 
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| Ofer the ſmonth lake with fruitleſs tears be grieves, - 


His ſpreading fingers ſhoot in verdant leaves, 
Through his pale veins green ſap now gently flows, 
And in a ſhort-liv'd flow'r his beauty blows. 
Let vain Narciſſus warn each female breaſt, f 
That beauty's but a tranſient good at beſt. 
Like flow'rs it withers with th' advancing year, 
And age like winter robs the blooming fair. 
Oh Araminta, ceaſe thy wonted pride, 
Nor longer in thy faithleſs charms confide ; 
Ev'n while the glaſs reflects thy ſparkling eyes, 
Their luſtre and thy roſy colour flies ! 
Thus on the fan the breathing figures ſhine, 
And all the pow'rs applaud the wiſe deſign. 
The Cyprian queen the painted gift receives, 
And with a grateful bow the ſynod leaves. 
To the low world ſhe bends her ſteẽpy way, 
Where Strephon paſs'd the ſolitary day ; 
She found him in a melancholy grove, 
His down-caſt eyes betray'd deſponding love, 
The wounded bark confeſs'd his lighted flame, 
And ev'ry tree bore falſe Corinna's name ; 
In a cool ſhade he lay with folded arms, 
Curſes his fortune, and upbraids her charms, 
When Venus to his wondring eyes appears, 


And with theſe words relieves his am'rous cares. 


Riſe, 
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. Riſe, happy youth, this bright machine ſurvey, 
Whoſe, ratt'ling ſticks my buſy fingers ſway, | 
This preſent ſhall thy cruel charmer move, 
And in her fickle boſom-kindle love. 

The fan ſhall flutter in all female hands, 
And various faſhions learn ſrom various lands. 
For this, ſhall elephants their ivory ſhed ; 

And poliſh'd fticks the waving engine ſpread : 
His clouded mail the tortoiſe ſhall refign, 
And round the rivet pearly circles ſhine. 

On thus ſhall Indians all their art employ, 

And with bright colours ſtain the gaudy toy; 
Their paint ſhall here in wildeſt fancies flow, 
Their dreſs, their cuſtoms, their religion ſhow ; 
So ſhall the Britiſh fair their minds improve, 
And on the fan to diſtant climates rove. 

Here China's ladies ſhall their pride diſplay, 
And ſilver figures gild their looſe array; 

This boaſts her little feet and winking eyes; 
That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies : 

Here croſs-leg'd nobles in rich ſtate ſhall dine, 
There in bright mail diſtorted heroes ſhine. 
The peeping fan in modern times ſhall riſe, 
Through which unſeel the female ogle flies; 
This ſhall in temples the ſly maid conceal, 
And ſhelter love beneath devotion's veil. 


Why has my pride againſt my heart rebell'd ? 
She ſighing cry'd : diſdain forſook her breaſt, 
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Gay France ſhall. make the fan her artiſt's care, 
And with the coftly trinket arm the fair. - 
As learned orators that touch the heart, 
With various action raiſe their ſoothing art, 
Both head and hand affect the liſt' ning throng, 
And humour each expreſſion of the tongue; 
So ſhall each paſſion by the fan be ſeen, 
From noiſy anger to the ſullen ſpleen. - 

While Venus ſpoke, joy ſhone in Strephon's eyes: 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinnna flies. 
But Cupid (who delights in am'rous ill, 
Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman's will 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew, 
Which to Leander's panting boſom flew : 
Leander lov'd ; and to the ſprightly dame 
In gentle fighs reveal'd his growing flame ; - 
Sweet ſmiles Corinna to his fighs returns, 
And for the fop in equal paſſion burns. 

Lo Strephon comes ! and with a ſappliant bow, 
Offers the preſent, and renews his vow. | 


When ſhe the fate of Niobe beheld, 


And Strephon now was thought a worthy gueſt, 
In Procris' boſom when ſhe ſaw the dart; 
She juſtly blames her own ſupicious heart, 


Imputes 
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Imputes her diſcontent to jealous fear, 
And knows her Strephon's conſtancy fincere. 
When on Camilla's fate her eye ſhe turns, 
No more for ſhow and equipage ſhe burns: 
She learns Leander's paſſion to de ſpiſe, 
And looks on merit with diſcerning eyes. 
Narciſſus? change to the vain virgia ſhows, 
Who truſts to beauty, truſts the fading roſe. 
Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies, 
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloſſom dies. 
Thus Pallas taught her. Strephon weds the dame, 
And Hymen's torch diffas'd the brighteſt flame. 


A WINTER 
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A Winne IEC E; 
| By Mr. PailLIPS. 
Addreſs'd to a Doux z of Done. 


ROM "RS climes, and endleſs tracts of ſnow, 
From ſtreams that northern winds forbid to flow ; 
What preſent ſhall the muſe to Dorſet bring, 
Or how, ſo near the pole, attempt to ſing? 
| The hoary winter here conceals from fight, 
All pleaſing objects that to verſe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver ſtreaming floods, 
By ſnow diſguis'd in bright confuſion lie, 
And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. - £ 
No gentle breathing breeze prepares the. {pring, 
No birds within the deſart region ſing. 
The ſhips unmov'd the boift'rous winds defy, | 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vaſt leviathan wants room to play, 
And ſpout his waters in the face of day, 
The ſtarving wolves along the main ſea prowl, | 
And to the moon in icy vallies howl. | 
For many a ſhining league the level main 
Here fpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: | 
„ | There 
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| There ſolid billows of enormous fize, 


— 


And brighten'd evry object to my eyes: 


The thick-ſprung reeds the wat'ry marſhes yield, 
| Sees cryſtal branches on his forchead riſe. 
The ſpreading oak, the beach, and tow'ring pine, 


The frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 
That wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun. | 


The brittle foreſt into atoms flies: _ 


Alps of green ice in wild diſorder riſe. 
And yet but Jately have I ſeen ev'n here, 
The winter in a lovely dreſs appear. 
E*er yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, *- 
Or winds begun through hazy ſkies to blow. 
At ev'ning a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe ; 
And the deſcending rain unſully'd froze. 
Soon as the ſilent ſhades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn difclos'd at once to view 
The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 


For ev'ry ſhrub, and every blade of graſs, 

And ev'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs, 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, - 
While through the ice the crimſon berries glow. 
Seem poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 

The ſtag in limpid currents with ſurprize, 


Glaz'd over, in the freezing zther ſhine. 


When, if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 


The 


YOUNG LADIES, 225 
The crackling wood beneath the tempeſt bends, | 
And in a ſpangled ſhow'r the proſpect ends. 

Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 
And by degrees unbind the wint'ry charm, 
The traveller a miry country ſees, 
And journies ſad beneath the dropping trees. 
Like ſome deluded peaſant, Merlin leads 
Thro' fragrant bow'rs, and through delicious meads 5 
While here inchanted gardens to him riſe, 
And airy fabricks there attract his eyes, | - 
His wand'ring feet the magick paths purſue ; 
And, while he thinks the fair illuſion true, 
The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 
And woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear: - 

A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 0 ; 

And as he goes, the tranſient viſion mourns. 


Copenhagen | 
March 9, 7709. 
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On the Friendſhip Vebwizt SACHARISSA and 
 AMORET. 


"Ms Mr Waits. 


E LL me, lovely loving pair! 4 


Why fo kind, and ſo ſevere ? 
Why ſo careleſs of our care, 
Only to yourſelves ſo dear? 


By this cunning change of hearts, 
You the pow'r of love controul z 

While the boy's deluded darts 
Can arrive at neither ſoul. 


in to either breaſt 
Still rolled Love does come: 
Where he finds a foreign gueſt ; 
Neither of your hearts at home. 


For in v 


Debtors thus with like "FRY 
When they never mean to pay, 
That they may the law decline, 
To ſome friend make all away. 


Not the ſilver doves that fly, 
Yok'd in Cytherea's car; 
Not the wings that lift ſo high; 
And convey her ſon fo far ; 
4 | Are 
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nd Are ſo lovely, ſweet, and fair, 
Or do more ennoble love ; 
Are ſo choicely.match'd a pair, 
or with more conſent do move. 


On a GIRDLE: 
By the ſame. 
H AT which bus ſlender waiſt ande d, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind: 


No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. 


It was my heav'n's extremeſt { phere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer: 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move ! 12 os 
A narrow compaſs! and yet there | 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: 
Give me but what this ribbon bound, | 
Take all the reſt the ſun goes round. 
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E C = O G U F ; 
SELIM3.0R, THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL, 
SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT., 


| Ts THE MORNING. 


yu E Perfian maids, —_ your poet s lays, 
And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden days. 


Not all are bleſt, whom fortune's hand ſuſtains © 
With wealth i in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; | 
"Tis virtue makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell. 
Thus Selim ſang, by ſacred truth inſpir'd ; 
Nor praiſe, but ſuch as truth beſtow'd, defir'd : 
Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey' d 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid; | 
Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow, a virtuous mind. 
When ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 
The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride, 
When wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their ſweets away ; 
| 55 By * 
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By Tigris? wandering waves he ſat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. | 

Ye Perſian dames, he ſaid, to you belong, 
Well may they pleaſe, the morals of my ſong : 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes: 
For you thoſe flowers her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleflings heaven can grant the fair ! 
Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
Boaſt but the worth Baſſora's pearls diſplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their ſurface bright, 
But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light: 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt, 
By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt. 
Self-flattering ſex ! your hearts believe i in vain 
That love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſwain ; 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin : 
Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 
The lov'd perfections of a female mind! Pie 
| Q 3 LE Bleſt 
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Bleſt were the days, when Wiſdom held her reign, 
And ſhepherds ſought her on the filent plain? 
With truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret: grove, 
Immortal trath, and daughters bleſs'd their love. 
O haſte, fair maids! ye virtues come away, 

Sweet peace and plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy ſhrub, for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
By Ind excell'd or Araby no more. : 
Loſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 

The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear, 
To lead the train, ſweet Modeſty appear: 
Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 
And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, ö 
Diftruſting all, a wiſe ſoſpicious maid ; 
But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 

| Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew ; 
A filken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 
But faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 
Deſponding Meekneſe, ith her down · caſt eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs ; 
And Love the laſt: by theſe your hearts approve, 
"Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love. 


Thug 


| Thus ſung the ſwain; and ancient legends ſay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified „„ 
Dear to the plains, the virtues came along, 

The ſhepherds loy'd, and Selim bleſs'd his ſong. 


E LO G U n 


HASs SAN; OR THE CAMEL DRIVER. 
SCENE, THE DESERT. 
TIME, MID-DAY. 


N filent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte 

The driver Haſſan with his camels paſt : 
One cruiſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ftore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand, 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle fy, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; - 
The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view I 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man 


Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: 


Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
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« When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!” = 
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Ah ! nile thought I of che blaſting wind, 
The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find ! 
Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſwage, 
When fails this cruiſe, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 


Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 

In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! 

Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 

Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 

In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 

Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 

| Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 

And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, | 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !” 


Cart be the gold and filver which perſuade 
Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 
The lilly peace outſhines the filver ſtore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 

Yet money tempts us o'er the deſert brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Foll oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea : 
And are we only yet repay'd by thee? 
Ahl why was ruin ſo attractive made, 
Or why fond man ſo eaſily betray'd ? 


; Why 
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Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleaſure's ſong? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide; 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold, 
Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold? 

„ Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

« When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way l 


O ceaſe, my fears !—all frantic as I go, | 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe, 
What if the lion in his rage I meet! 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And fearful! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and ſullen tygers in his train: 
Before them death with ſhrieks direQs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way 6 


At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of reſt I find, upon my ſleep: 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor, 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure! 
They 
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They tempt no deſerts, and no griefs they ind ; 

Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind, 

„ Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
* When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way l. 
O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 

The tender Zara will be moſt undone ! 

Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 


When faſt ſhe dropt her tears, as thus ſhe ſaid : 
6 Farewel the youth, whom fighs could not detain, 


% Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 


« Yet as thou go'ft, may every blaſt ariſe 

« Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs ! 

« Safe o'er the wild, no perils may ſt thou ſee, 

% No griefs endure, nor weep, falfe youth, like me.” 
O let me ſafely to the fair return, 

Say with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, hall not mourn ; 

Ol let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 

Recall d by wiſdom's voice, and Zara' 5 tears. 


He ſaid, and call d on heaven to bleſs the day, 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent bis way. 


- ECLOGUE 
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E oo 
ABRA; OR, THE e SULTANA, 
SCENE, A FOREST. | 
TIME, THE EVENING. 


N Georgia s land, where Tefflis' towers are fea, 
In diſtant view along the level green, 


While evening dews enrich the glittering glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade, 

What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day ; 
Amidft the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 


Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, | 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn ſhe came thoſe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lillies rear them in the watery mead; 
From early dawn the live- long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at ſilent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made: | 
_ Gay-motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe, 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 
| | All- 
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All- feet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 
The finiſh'd chaplet well-adorn'd her hair. 


Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, / 

By love conducted from the chace away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, . 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among : 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey d. 

% Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

« And every Georgian maid like Abra Jov'd on 


_ The royal lover bore ber From the hd; : 

Yet ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain : 

Oft as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, _ 

And bad that crook and bleating flock adieu. 

Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove, 

To richer ſcenes of golden power and love! 

Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherd's ſtrain; 

With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !” 


i. 


Yet midſt the blaze of courts ſhe fix'd bar love 
On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove ; 
Still with the ſhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the ſweet vale, and wy mead inclin'd 1 
And 
. 
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And oft as ſpring renew's the plains with Hen, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant hours, '.- 127, 
With ſare return the ſought the ſylvan ſcene, | 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 

Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 
Some fimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung ; 
With joy the mountain, and the foreſt rung. | 
« Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
« And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd ah 


And oft the royal lover left the care 

And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the ſhades and low-roof'd cots retir'd, | 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd 2 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 

« Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

* And every . maid like Abra loy'd !“ 


Bleſt was the life, that royal Abbas led: 
Sweet was his love and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 
The ſimple ſhepherd girl can love as well. 
Let thoſe who rule on Perfia's jewell'd throne, 
Be __y for love, and gentleſt love alone ; 

| Or 
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the, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown, 
O happy days! the maids around her ſay ; 
O haſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away 
« Be every youth, like royal Abbas mov'd, 
. And every Georgian waid like Abra lov'd!” 


E C LO G UE IV. 
Alis AND 8SECANDER; OR, THE FUGITIVES. 
SCENE, A MOYNTAIN IN e 


TIME, MINITA 


N fair Circaſia, where, to love inclin'd,. 

I Rach fwain was bleft, for every maid was kids 
At that ill hour, when awful midnight'reigns, 

And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains ; 

What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 

And paſt in radiance thro” the cloudleſs ſky ; 

Sad o'er the dews, two brother ſhepherds fled, 

Where wildering fear and deſperate ſorrow led: 

Faſt as they preſt their flight, behind them lay 

Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 

Along the mountain's bending ſides they ran, 

Till faint'and weak Secander thus began: 


SECAN- 
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oO ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly. to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and ſurvey, 
Trace our ſad flight thro? all its length of way l 
And firſt review that long-extended plain,- - 
And yon wide groves, already paſt with pain ! 
Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we tried! 
And lat, this lofty mountain's weary fide "i 


6 Ai. 

Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe l 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 
And ſhrieks and ſorrows load the ſaddening wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame; 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, _ 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 


Sc 


Unhappy land, whoſe bleſſings tempt * . 


In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perſian lord ! 


In yain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 


To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! © 


Far 


* N N 

L N _- "I 0 ” SHE'S My g 
MS N * 8 1 {| Y 

* * 


© *% 
1 


„%  PORMS FOR 


| Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, | 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſooth his mind: wy 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt 1 in idle j joy, 


No wars alarm bien, and no fears ahnoy. 


Act 5. 
Vet theſe green kills, in ſummer” s fultry heat, 1 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat, is 
Sweet to the fight is Zabran's flowery plain, 5 
And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's ſhady-grove 3 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling pale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flowery vale : 
Fair ſcenes! but, ah ! no more with peace polle, | 
Wich eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleft. | 
No more the ſhepherd's whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No:more'the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown di | 
8 * her baleful fires around. n 


| eee 
In vain Circaſſia boaſt; her ſpicy groves, 


For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 
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Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend; $: 
'Thoſe hairs the Tartar's 28 * ſhall rend, 155 oh 


A801 1 

ve Gevrgjan frodins' that piteous learn from far” 
Circaſſia's ruin, and the waſte of war; | 
Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs prepare, 
To ſhield your harveſts, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, | 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and Rtedfaſt to undo; © 
Wild as his land, 1 in native deſerts wm . 
By luſt incited, or by malice 1d, * RF * 
The villain Arab. as be proves. for preps © 


Yet none fo eruel ; as the Tartar ſoe, 5 3 
To death irur d. and nurs'd in ſcenes of v woe. 8 2 A 


ett e lend was bend ©? 
A ſbviller ſhriek,, and nearer fires appear de 
Th' affrighted ſhepherds thro' the dews of +54 

Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd Sa: : 
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'To the i Right Honourable 


CHARLES Lord HALIFAX, 


4 


B Ms. n 


MILE you, mplend, the rarsl ſhades adi, 
And from Britannia's public poſts retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, 


For their advantage. ſacrifice your eaſe ; 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, 


Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the ſoft ſeaſon and inviting clime 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhime. 
For whereſoe er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 


Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpeQts riſe, 

Poetic fields encompaſs me around, 

And till I ſeem to tread on claſſic ground; 

For here the miſe ſo oft her harp has ſtrung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unſung, | 


Renown'd in verſe each ſhady thicket grows, 
And ev'ry ſtream in heav'nly numbers flows. 
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How am I pleas d to ſearch the bills and woody 
For ring ſprings and celebrated flood! /! 5 
To view the Nar, tumultyous in his warty, © een 1 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his ſource, MY 
1 ſeg the Mincio draw his watry bn. 8 
Through the long windings of a fruitful ſhore, 55 
And hoary Albula's infected tide © 
O'er the warm bed of ſmoking ſulphur glide,” | 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures I ſurvey eee 
Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ſtra ß,, 
The king of floods ! that rolling o'er the plains © 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, 
And proudly ſwoln with a whole winter's. ſnows, | 
Diſtributes wealth and plenty where he flows. | 
Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful throng, © 
I look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in _ 1 : 0 
That loſt in filence and oblivion 'he, 
(Dumb are their fountains and their channels ary) ; 
Yet run for ever by the muſe's Kill,” ö 
And in the ſmooth deſcription n murmur Kill, TRE Oy 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd river's empty ſhores admire, 
That deſtitute of ſtrength derives its courſe 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful ſource z 
Yet ſung ſo often in poetic las.. 


With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys - 8 
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; 80 high the Jeathlef * exalts bis theme! 
. Such was the Boyn, a poor inglorious lream, 
That in Hibernian vales obſcurely ſtray- d. 
And unobſerv'd in wild Meanders play'd; "x" 9 0 
'Till by your lines and Naſſau's ſword renewn'd, 
| Its rifing billows through the world reſound, 
| © Where'er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, | 
or where the fame of an immortal verſe, 

Oh cou'd the muſe raviſh'd my breaſt inſpire _ 
With warmth like yours, and raiſe an equal fire, 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhou'd ſhine, | 

' And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine l 

See how the golden groves around me ſmile, 

That ſhun the coaſt of Britain's ftormy iſle, 
Or when tranſplanted and preſerv'd with care, 
Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments 
To nobler taſtes, and more exalted ſcents: — 
Evin the rough rocks with tender myrile bloom, 
And trodden weeds ſend out a rich perfume. 
Bear me, ſome God, to Baia's gentle ſeats, | 
| Or cover we in Umbria's green retreats ; 
1 Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 
| And all the ſeaſons laviſh' all their pridez 
 Blofſoms, and fruits, and flowers rogether rife, be 
And the whole year in gay confuſion lies, | 
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Immortal glories in my mind revive, . 
And in my ſoul a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, ne 
When Rome's exalted beauties I deſer / 
Magnificent in piles of ruin lie. COTE IE > 
An amphitheatre's amazing height „e, cn 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on its publick ſhows unpeopled N | 
And held uncrowded nations in its womb : 41 
Here pillars rough with ſculpture' pierce the Kies: EY 
And here the proud triumphal arches riſe,  —© 
Where the old Romans deathlefs acts diſplay'd, 
Their baſe degenerate progeny upbraid  '-/ 
Whole rivers here forſake the fields below, - | 
And wond'ring at their height thro* airy channels flow. 
Still to new ſcenes my wand' ring muſe retires, _ 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires ; 
Where the ſmooth chiſſel all its force has ſhown, 
And ſoften'd into fleſh the rugged ſtone. | 
In ſolemn ſilence, a majeſtic band, | 
Heroes, : and Gods, and Roman conſuls and, 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, | 
And emperors in Parian marble frown; _ | 
While the bright dames, to whom they hombly ſa'd, 
| Still ſhow the charms that their proud hearts ſubdu'd, 
| Fain would I Raphael's godlike-art.rehearſe, | 
And ſhow th' immortal labours in my verſe, _ 
63 $4! © *NUé Where 
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Where from the mingled Qrevgth of. ſhade and light 
. A nes creation riſes to my ſight, . 
Sasch heav'nly figures from bis aer flow, _. 


So warm with life his blended colours So. : 1 i 
From theme to theme with ſecret Pleaſure toſt, | 


Amidſt the ſoft variety I'm loſt W (fe 
Here pleaſing airs my raviſht ſoul confound... We 
With circling notes and labyrinths of ſound ; 11 A 
Here domes and temples riſe in diſtant views, ; 


And opening palaces invite my muſe. 
Fo has kind heav 'n adorn'd the happy land. * 
, And ſcatter'd bleflings- with a waſleful hand! 

But what avail her unexhauſted tores, - Wor 
Her bloomiag mountains, and her fi: ——ͤ 
With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart, 

The ſmiles of nature, and the charms of art. 


While proud oppreſſion in ber irs wk eHs | 
And tyranny -uſurps her happy plaina ? 1 
The poor inhabitant beholds in van: 5 | 


The red*ning orange and the ſwelling grain: 

/  'Joyleſs he ſees the growing oils and wines, 

| And in the wyrtle's fragrant ſhade repines : | 
Srarves, in the midſt of gature's bouncy curſt, 4 


| And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirſt. 55 < 

on bey, thou Goddeſe, heavenly bright. N 

{ Profuſe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight! 1 4 
F Hi ; | Eternal 
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| Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, . Ws 3 
And ſmiling plenty leads thy wanton wank 4 


Eas · d of her load ſubj ection grows more , % e 
And poverty looks chearful in thy fight; ne — 
Thou mak'ſt the gloomy face of nature 3 W oc2 * 
Giv'ſt beauty to the ſun, and pleaſure to the day... 
Thee, Goddeſs, thee, Britannia's ifle adores s 
How has ſhe oft exhauſted all her ſtores, | 
How oft in fields of death thy preſence ſought,” . 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly * 5 
On foreign mountains may the ſun eine ;. 
The grape's ſoft juice, and mellow it to wine, Wo 
With citron groves adorn a diſtant ſoil, . 
And the fat olive ſwell with floods of Olrtr: | 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lle: 
In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies, ce -, *_ 
Nor at the coarſeneſs of our heav'n repine, 3 
Tho o er our heads the frozen pleiads ſhine: 
'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia lm, ; 
And makes her barren rocks _ * bleak mountains | 2 9 
ſmile. is 
Others with tow'ring 1 noob the fight 
And in their proud aſpiring domes delight z © © 
A nicer touch to the ſtreteht canvas give, / 05 
Or teach their animated rocks'tolive: 
'Tis Britain's care to watch Ger Europe's fate, 5 
And hold in balance each contending ſtate; 5 3 
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Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceaſe, op | 
And: all the northern world lies buſh'd 1 in peace. 9 


een eee 


'By foreign gold, or by domeſtick ſpite; | | 0 nt | 


| The diſtant climes and diff rent tongues reſound, 


To Sa bold preſumpruous kiogs with war, 
And anſwer her afflicted neighBours' . 
The Dane and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce alarms, c 
Bleſs the wiſe conduct of her pious arms: © 7 


- "TY ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret dread | 


pF 4 


And fain her godlike ſons wou d e, 


But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide, © Te A oth 
Whom Naflaa's arms defend and counſels th 
Fir'd with the name, which I ſo oft havefound 


I bridle in my firuggling muſe with pain, e 4 


| Thas long 0 launch neo bolder dn. 8 


But P've alteady troubled you too long, | ö ; 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous fong, © 5708 Fl 
My humble verſe demands a ſofter theme, 10 4 93 og 


A painted meadow, or» purling freaniy 1 


Unfit for heroes; whom immortal lays, 
Aud lines like Virgit's, or dim. cre bre rat. 


